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wW ERE it poſſible for me to let the World know bow extirely our 
of your great bounty towards me; ſurely I write and 

it, 1 am as one dumb when [ would ſpeak of it, and when 1 ſtrive to write, 

Apple to an Emperour ) 1 bring this ſmall Tribate, the humble growth of 

very much I owe your generous Nature, 1 will ever have 4 heart that 

frat 

favor _ me to prize the gift, and took the heavy burthen it was 


To Her GRACE the | 
O F 
POR ISMOUTH.-. 
MADAM, 
Graces Goodneſs has devoted 4 poor man to your ſervice; were 
there words enough in ſpeech to expreſs the mighty ſenſe I have 
talk of it for ever: But your Grace has given me ſo large 4 Theam, and 
laid ſo very waſt a foundation. that Imagination wants Rock to build wpon 
I went 4 ſcale of thought ſufficient to comprehend the height of it. For- 
give we then, Madam, if ( 4s 4 pooy Peaſant once _ 4 > 4a of an 
my little Garden, and lay it at your feet. Believe it is paid you with the 
utmoſt gratitude, believe that ſo I have thought to remember, how 
be grateful for it too: Your Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it 
from me ; That gave me life, but on @ hard condition, till your extended 
clogy'd with from me: 1 mean hard Fortune : When 1 bad enemics, that 
ae. malicious powey kept back, and ſhaded me from thoſe Royal Beams, 


whoſe warmth 1s all 1 have, or hope to live by; Tour noble pity and com- 

paſſion found me, where I was far caſt backward from my bleſſing ; down 
in the rear of Fortune, cail d me up, plas'd me in the ſhine, - { have 
felt its comfort. Tow have in that reſtor d me to my native Right, for 4 
ſteady Faith, and Loyalty to my Prince, was all the Inheritance my Fadbey 
left me, aud however hardly my ill Fortune deal with me, 'tis what 1 
prize ſo well that] ner pawn'd it yet, and hope I nier ſhall part with 
it, Nature and Fortune were certaintly in league when you were born, and 
4s the firſt took care to give you beanty enough to enſlave the hearts of all 
the World, ſo the other reſolv'd to dd its merit Puſtice, that none but «4 
Monarch, fit to rule that World, ſhould cer poſſeſs it, and in it he had an 
Empire. . The young iroay/ ar have given him, by bis blooming Vertnes, 
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a Patron to his __ $ ets, with-Wiſedom and Learnin 
when 4 61g, fo difed” his Right agas 
wir f 7 fo n bis 


to aſſiſt him, 


cidach- 
be able 
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to viud.cate the Royal Canſa, 'thas good. and fit ſervants to the Crown, 
may never be lo F< want of a Proteftour. May He have Conrage and 


pare « pt- fat, bis Batecls abroay, and terrifit his Reliels, at home ; 
all "rheſe 


Senates, to cheriſh ſuch min 


and t may br yet move ſure,” may He never,” during the 
Spring-t1me of his years, when thoſe growing Vertues ow1hd with care to 
b: peryft d, 4n.07der their ripening z may be. never meet with vitigus 
Natures, or the brndlof faitbleſs, ſordid, mnfipid flatterers, to bla em : 

To eonclyd: ; "may He be as great as the hand of Fortune ( with 'bis Ho- 
nor ) ſhall he be able to make him: And may your Grace, who arc ſo good 
a Miſtreſs, andſo noble a  Parrendſs, never meet with,.a leſs vrarefuls Ser- 
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[” theſe diſtrafted times, when each man dreads 


' The bloudy ſiratagems of. buſie heads 3 

n we have fear d three years we know not whit, 7 
Till witneſſes begin to die oth} rot, : 
what made aur Poet meddle with a Plot ? 
was t that he fanſy a, for the very ſake 
And n«me of Plot, his trifling'Play might take 2 
Fir there's not in't wne 1:nch-board Evidence, 
But 'tis, he ſays, to reaſon plain and ſenſe, _ C 
And that he binks 4 plauſible defence, 
were Truth by Senſe and Reaſen to betry ds. 
Sure all our Swearers might be laid aſide : 
No, of ſuch Tools —_—_—_— has no need, 
To make his Plot, or thay his Play ſweeted; 
Re, of black Bills, has no prodigiols Tales, | 
Or Spaniſh. Pilgrims caſt a-ſhort in Wales ; 
Here's not one urther'd Magiſtrate at leaſt, | 
Kept rank like Ven'ſon fir a City feaſt. *Y 
Grown four days ſtiff, the bettey to prepare | 
And fit his plyant lumbs to ride in Chair; + 
Tet here's an Army rais d, thouph-under ground, + 
But no man ſeen, nor one Commiſſion found ; 
Here is a Traitonr too, that's veryold, % 
Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchitvous and bold, 

' Bloudy, revengeful, and to crown his part,,... 

Loves fumbling with a wench,. with all his heart x 
Till after having many changes paſs'd, 
In ſpight of Age (thanks Heaven) is hang'd at laſt : 
Next is a Senatour that keeps a whore, 
In Venice none 4 highey Wie bores 
To lewdne[s every night the Litcher ran, _. c 
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Shew me, all London, (uch another man, . 

Match him at Mother Creſwolds if you can. 

0 Poland, Poland | had it been thy lor, 

T' have heard in time of this Venetian Phot, | 

Thou ſurely choſen hadſt one King from thence, © = e 

And honour'd them 4s thin hof England face. | | 
- | | | EPI 
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EPILOGVUE 


HE Text is done, and now for Application, 
And when that's ended paſs your Approbation, 

Though the Conſpiracy's prevented here, 

Methinks I ſes another hatching there ; 

And there's a certain Fattion fain wonld ſway, 

If they had ſtrength enough and damn this Play & 

But this the Author bad me boldly ſay : 

If any take his plainneſs in ill pars, 

He's glad on't from the bottom of his heart; 

Foets in hononr of the Trath ſhow d write, 

With the ſame Spirit brave mew for it fight ; 

And though againſt bim cauſeleſs hatreas riſe, 5 

And daily where he goes of late, heſpies C 

The ſcowles of ſullen and revengefml eyes ; 

*Tis what he knows with much comtonapt to bear, 

And ſervts acanſe too good to let him fear : 

He fears no poiſon from anincens d Drabb, 

No Ruffian s five-foot (word, nor Raſcal s ſtab; 

Nor any other ſnares of miſchief laid, 

Not a Roſe-alley Cudgel- Ambaſcade, 

From any private _ where malice reigns, - 

Or general Pique all Block: beads have to brams : H 
Nothing ſoall daunt his Pen whe Truth doesxall, | 
No not the + Pillare- mangley at Guild-hall. 

The Rebel Tribe, of which that Vermin's one, k = Dre 
Have now ct forward and their courle begun ; Piure, | 
And while that Prince's /igure they deface, 

As they before had maſſacred his Name, 
Dwrſt their baſe fears but look hins in the face, 
They d wſe his Perſon #5 ihey've ms d bis Dames 

A face, in which ſuch lincements they read 

Of that great Martyr's, whoſe rich bloud they ſved, 

That their rebelliows hate they ſtill retain, 

And in his Son would warther Him again: © 

With indignation then, let each brave heart, 

Rouſe Jo | wnite to take his tajur'd part ; 

Till Koyal Love and Goodneſs call bins bore, 

And Songs of Triumph meet bins as he come ; 4 
Till Heaven his Honour and onr Peace reftore, : p 

And Villains never wrong his Vertme more. 
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ACT L Scene L 
Emer Priuli and Jaffeir. 


Pris, © more! I'll hear nomore; begone and leave.- m<- , 
HT Not hear mel by my ſuffering but you ſhall! 
y Lord, my Lord! I'm not that abze& wrerch 
You think me : Patience! where's the diſtance thro 

Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 
right, theugh proud oppreſſion will not hear me | 

Pris. Have you not wrong'd me? 

7ef. Could my Nature cer 
Have brook'd Injuſtice or the doing wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent my ſelf, 
Togain a Hearing from a Cruel father! Wrong'd you? - 

Priv, Yes! wrong'd me, in theniceſt point : 
The Honour of my Houſe z; you have done me wrong . 
You may remember: ( For 1 now will ſpeak, 
And urge its baſeneſs: ) When you firſt came home 
From Travel, with CO as made you lookt on , 
ga men's Eyes, a Youth of expeCation 

'd with your grewing Virtue, Ireceiyd you;. 

Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your Merits; 
My Houſe, my Table, nay my Fortune too, 
My very ſelf, was yours; you might have us'd me-- 
To your beſt ſervice z like an open friend, 
Ltreated, truſted you, andthought you mine . 
When in requical of my beſt Endeavours, 
You treacherouſly praCtis d to undo me, 
Seduc'd the weakneſs of my Age's Darling, : 
My only Child, and ſtole her from my boſlome: - 
Oh Belwidera ! his: - 

7aff. 'Tis to me you owe her, | 
Childleſs you had been elſe, and in the Grave,, 
Your name Extin@, nor no more Priwli heard of, 
You. may remember, ſcarce fiye years are paſt, , ' 


(29 
Since in your Brigandine you fail'd to ſee 
The ar, * uiPut 
Ang dh? Rr tort 2 TAY 
Daſh't us upon a Rock ; when tayour Boat 
You made for ſafety ; entred feſt'yonr ſelf ; 


ta heſ SITE TONT A 


Þ P 
When "ntl I —mdobrach into the Sea, 


Redecm'd I Life with haly the loſs of mine, 
Like a rich Conqueſt in one hand borg her, ' ) 
Ard with the other daſht the ſawcy Waves, 
That throng'd and preſtto;rob\me of my prize: 
I brought her, gave herto your deſpairing Arms: et 
«Ini you'thankt me 3 but a nobler gratitude ! 11911 fo nn 
Roſe in her ſoul: for from that hour ſhe Jov'd'me, Fa 
Till for her Lifeſhe paid me with her ſelf. VE . 
Pris, 'You ſtole her from me, likea Thief you'! ſole raged 


At dead of night; that carſed hout:you choſe ' | ' ©! 9360 3M 
To rifle me of all my Heartheld dear, 0 1 1 1 dyed 
May all your Joys in herprove falſe like mine; Pl 07 2411 at 
A ſteril Fortune, and abarren Bed, v2 011 A nt) oat 
Attend you both ; Contingal diſcord make! 1 19H 
Your Days and Nights bitter and grievous® Still bool] 
May the hard band of a yexatious 'Need ' - - 2”... 1:8oT 
Oppreſs, and grind you;'tM at laſt you find wv! wil 
The Curſe of Diſobedienceall:your Portion,” 1 v7 7 no it fl 
7aff. Half of your Curſe yoll have beflowtd invain, © '' 4: ain wol 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithful'Loygs' * #5 '- » ; bak 
With a young Boy, ' ſweer as his mothers Bequty + wore 
May he live to prove more Gentle than ng Grandſtre; ” © * | [# 
And happier than his Father ! | £7 WOT 1WOy = oe 
Pris. Rather live [2 | 61 941,400 5 71400 
To bait thee for his bread, and&in you? cars! 2 47+ TMR 
With hungry Cries: Whilſt his unhappy Mother ' ' 1s v1 gia 
Sits down and weeps in bitterneſs of want. 4 22 ! $1207 OL 
7aff. You talk as if it would pleaſe you, ' k 5165738 


Prim. 1would by Heav'n. 
Once ſhe was dear indeed ; the Drops that fell 
From my ſad heart, when ſhe forgor her Dury, 
The fountain of my Life was not' 4 rrager 
But >; is gone, and iflam a man , I will forget her. . 
. Would Iwerein my Grave. 
A :#. And ſhe too with' thee ; 
For, living here, you're bur my curs'd Remembrancers 
I once was happy, 
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A Phot Diſcover. - 
You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my foul 

Is fond of Belviders : You perceive 

My Life feeds on her , therefore thus you treatme z 

Oh ! could my Soul ever have known ſatiety : 

WerelI that Thief, 'the doer of ſuch wrongs 

As you upbraid me with , what hinders me, 

But I might ſend her back to you with Contumely, 

And court my Fortune where ſhe wou'd be kinder ! 
Pris. You dare not do't,—— 
7aff. Indeed, my. Lord, I dare nor. 

My heart that awes me is too much my Maſter : 

Three years are paſt ſince. firſt our Vows were plighted, 

During which time , the, World muſt bear me witneſs, 

I have treated Belvidera like your Daughter, 

The Daughter of a Senator of /enice ; . 

Diſtin&tion, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 

Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded ; 

Out of my little Fortune I have done this 

Becauſe ( though hopeleſs ere to win your Nature ) 

The World might fee, I lov'd her tor her felf, | 

Not as the Heireſs of the great Priwls. 
aff. Yes ! all; and then adieu for ever. 

There's not a Wretch that lives on common Charity 

But's happier than me: for I have known 

The Luſcious Sweets of Plenty ;' every night 

Have ſlept with ſoft content about my !1-ad, 

And never waked but to a joyful moriing, 

Yet now muſt fall like a full Ear of Corn, 

Whoſe bloſſom ſcap'd, yer's withered in the r__ 
Pris. Home and be humble, ſtudy toretrench ; 

Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, 

Thoſe Pageants of thy Folly, * 

Reduce the glittering Trappings of thy Wife 

To humble Weeds, fit for thy hittle ſtate; 

Then to ſome ſuburb Cottage both retire; 

Drudge , to feed loathſome life : Get Brats , and Starve 

Home, home, I fay. = ' CExit Priuli. 
7aff. Yes, if my heart would lerme — R 

This proud , this ſwelling heart: Home would go, 

But that my Dores are hateful to my eyes, 

Filed and Mmmvd up with gaping Creditors, 

Watchful as Fowlers when their Game will ſpring ; 

I have now not 5o Dvrcats in the World, 

Yer ſtill Iamin love, and pleasd with Ruin, 

Oh Belvidera ! oh ſhe's my Wife — | 

And we will bear our way ward Fate together , 

Burt ne'er know Comfort more. 


Fris, No mor. 
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4 Venice Preſerv'd, tr 
Enter Pierre. 
Picrr. My Friend good morrow ! 
How fares the honeſt Partner of my Heart ? 
What , melancholy !- not a word toſpareme? 
7aff. I'm thinking Pierre , how that damn'd ſtarving Quality 
Call'd Honeſty , got footing in the World, 
Picrr. Why , pow rfulVillainy firft ſer it up, 
For its own eaſe and fafety : Honeſt men 
Are the ſoft ealy Cuſhions on which Knaves 
Repeſe and fatten : Were all mankind Villains, # 
They'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers wou'd want practice, 
Cut-Throats Rewards : Each man would kill his Prother 
Himſelf, none would be paid or hangd for Murder : . 
Honeſty was a Cheat invented firſt 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rognes, 
That Fools andCowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
Ard lord it uncontroul'd above their Zetters. 
7aff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion. 
Pierr, Nothing elſe, ; 
L ike wit, much talkt of, nof to be defin'd : 
He that pretends tomoſt too, -has leaſt ſhare in't z 
'Tis a ragged Virtue : Honeſty ! no more ont, 
Zaff. Sure thou art Honeſt ? 
Prerr, So indeed men think me ? 
But they're miſtaken Fffeir : I am a Rogue 
As well as they; . 
A fine gay bold fac'd Villain, as thon ſeeſt me ; 
'Tis rrue}, I pay my debts when they'r contracted ; 
I ftcal f. om no man ; would\not cut a Throat 
To gain admitfion to a great man's purſe , 
Or a Whores bed; 1'd not betray my Friend, 
To get his Place or Fortune: I ſcorn to flatter 
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Pierre, Yes a moſt notorious Villain: 
To fee rhe futfring's of my fellow Creatures, 
And own my ſelf a Man: To ſee our Senators 
Chear the deluded people with a fhew 
Of Liberty ,-which yet they neer muſt taſte of; 
They ſay, by them our hands are free from Fetters, A 
Yer whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt bonds ; 
Bring whom they pleaſe toInfamy and Sorrow ; 
Drive us like Wracks down the rough Tide of Power, 
Whilſt no hold's lefe to ſave us from DeſtruCion ; 
All that bear this are Villains; and I one, 
Nor to rouſe up attthe great Calf of Nature, * OM 
And check the Growth of theſe Domeſtick ſpoilers, ="? 
— That makes us flayes and tells us 'tis our Chartsz. : 74f, 


LINMIL 


A Plot Diſcover'd, 
«ff, Oh Aquilina ! Friend, to lo ſuch Beaury, 
The deareſt Purchaſe of thy noble Labours ; 
She was thy Right by Coriqueſt, as by Love. 
Pierr. Oh Zaffeir ! I'd ſo fixt my heart upon her, 
That whereſocer I fram'd a Scheme of Liſe 
For time to come, ſhe was my only Joy 
With which I wiſht to ſweeten future Cares ; 
I fancy'd pleaſures, none but one that loves 
And dotes as | did can Imaginelike 'em : 
When in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 
In the moſt Charming hour of ExpeCtation, 
Then when our Eager Wiſhes ſoar the higheſt, 
Ready to ſtagp and graſp theJovely Game, 
A Haggard Owl, a Worthleſs Kite of Prey, 
With his foul Wings ſayl'd in and ſpoyl'd my Quawry: 
aff. 1 know the Wretch,and ſcorn him as thou hat'ſt him, 
Prerr, Curſe on the Common Good that*s ſo protetted. 
Where every ſlave that heaps up wealthenough 
Todo much Wrong, becomes a Lord of Right : 
I, who believ'd no Ill could e'er come near me, * 
Found in the Embraces of my Aquilins 
A Wretched old but itching Senator ; 
A wealthy Fool, that had bought our my Title, 
A Rogue, thar uſes Beauty like a Lampskin, 
Barely to keep him warm: That filthy Cuckoo too 
Wasin my abſence crept into my Neſt, 
And ſpoyling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure, 
«ff. Didſt thou not chace him thence ? 
Perry, I did, and drove 
The rank old bearded Hirco ftinking home: 
The matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 
Iſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 
For violating ſomething they call priviledge —— 
This was the Recompence of my ſervice : 
Would I'd been rather beaten by a Coward ! "* 
A Souldier's arr 3-7 6, pb his Religion, * 
When that's profan'd, all other Tyes are broken, 
That even diſſolves all former bonds of ſervice, 
And from that hour I think my ſelf as free 
Tobe the Foe as Cer the Friend of Venice 
Nay, Dear Revenge, when c'er thou call'ſt, lam ready, 
7aff. Ithink no ſafety can be here for Virtue, 
And grieve my Friend as much as thou to live 
In ſuch a wretched State as this of Yenice z 
Where all agree to fpoil the Publick Good, 
And Villains fatten with the brave man's Labours; 
Pierr, We have neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, 
Epr the foundation's loſt of Common Good B 2 
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6 Venice Preſerv'd, or 
_ is lame as well as blind amongſt us, 
he Laws ( corrupted to theirends tharmake'em ) 


| Serve but for Inſtruments of ſome new Tyranny, 


That every day ſtarts up to enflave us deeper : 
Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out friends 
Todo it right! oh 8, 1k then might'ſt thou 
Not wear theſe ſeals of Woe upon thy Face, 
The proud Prizl: ſhou'd be taught humanity, 
And learn to value ſach a Soa as thou art 
[ dare not ſpeak! Burt my heart bleeds this moment! 
af. Curſt be the Cauſe,though 1 thy Friend be part on't : 
Let me partake the troubles of thy boſom, 
For I am us d to miſery, and*perhaps = 
May tind a way to ſwceten't to thy ſpirit. 
Peerr. *Too ſoon ig will reach thy knowledge- ---Zaf, Then from thee 
Ler it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 


. Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of ſorrow pleafing, 


Strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Ruin, 
Pierr. Then thou art ruin'd ! Zaff. That I long ſince knew 
I and ill Fortune have been long Acquaiutance. 
Picrr, 1 paſt this very moment by thy doors, 
And found chem guarded by a Troop of Villains; ; 
The Sons of publick Rapine were deftroying : 
They told me, by the ſentence of the Law 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune, 
Nay more, Prixl:'s cruel hand hath ſigndit. 
Here ftocda Ruffian with a horrid face 
Lording it o era pile of mafly Plate, 
Tumbled 1nto a heap for publick ſale: 
There was anther making villainous jefts 
Art thy undoing ; he 144) raen poſſeſſion 
Ofall thy anticni molt domeſtick Ornaments, 
Rich hangings, inrermixr and wrought with gold; 
The very 8«d, which on thy Wedding- njght 
Receiy'd thee to the Arirs of Belvidera, 
The ſcene of all thy Joys.” was violated 
Ey the courſe hands 0fiilihy Dungean Villains, 
And thrown among{# the common Lumber, 
Zaff. Now thanks Reavin-—— Pzerr. Thank Heav'n!. for what ? 
7aff. That I am nor worth a Ducat; 
Prerr.. Curls thy dull Stars,and the worſe Fate of Venice, 
Where Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſe 
Where there's no truſt, no truth; where Innocence 
Stoop's under vile Opprethon ; and Vice lords it : 
Hadfſt thou bur ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 
Thy Beautcous Beluidera, like a Wretch 
thar's doom'd to Baniſhmene, came weeping forth, 
Shining through Tears, like AprilSun's in ſhowers That 
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That labour to o'ercome the Cloud that loads 'em, 

Whilſt two young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd, 

Kindly lookt up, and ar her Grief grew ſad, 

- Asif they catcht the ſorrows that fell from her : 

Even the lewd Rabble that were gather'd round 

Toſee the ſight, ſtood mut2when they beheld her ; 

Govern'd their roaring throats and grumbled pity : 

Icou'd have hugg'd the greazy Rogues: They pleas'd me, 
2aff. I thank thee for this ſtory from my ſoul, 

Since now I know the worſt that can befall me : 

Ah Pierre ! T have a Heart, that could have born 

The rougheſt Wrong my Fortune could have done me : 

But when I think what Belvidera feels, 

The bitterneſs her tender ſpirir raſts of, 

| own my ſelf a Coward; Bear my weakneſs, 

If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, 

* Iplay the Boy, and blubber in thy boſome. 

Oh! I ſhall drown thee with my Sorrows! Pzerr, Burn! 

Firſt burn, and Level Yenice to thy Ruin, 

What ſtarve like Beggars Brats in froſty weather, 

Under a Hedge, and whine our ſelves to Death! 

Thou, or thy Cauſe, ſhall never want affiſtance, 

Whilſt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee ; 

Command my heart :. Thou art every way us maſter, 
ef. No: there's a ſecret Pride in bravely dying. 
Pierr, Rats die in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad; 

Man knows a braver Remedy for ſorrow s 

Revenge! the Attribute of Gods, they ſtampt it 

With their great Image on our Natures ; die! 

Conſider well the Cauſe that calls upon thee : 

And if thou art baſe enough, dye then : Remember 

Thy Belvidera (uffers : Belvidera ! 

Dye Damn firſt what be decently interr'd 

In a Church-yard, and mingle thy brave duſt 

With ſtinking Rogues that rot indirty winding-ſheets, 

. Surfeit-flain Fools, the common Dung o th' Soyl, 

[ Oh ! Pierr. Well ſaid, out with't, Swear a little 


aff. Swear! By Sea and Air! by Earth, by Heaven and Hell, 


| will revenge my Belvidera's Tears ! | 

Heark thee my Friend Primli is——-a Senator ! 
Pierr, A Dog! 7aff- Agreed. Picrr. Shoot him. 
74f. With all my hearr. 

No more : Where ſhall we meet at Night? 


Piery, Tlitellthee; On the Kyaltoevery Night at Twelve - 


I take my Evenings walk of Meditation, 

There we two will meet, - and talk of precious 

Miſchief aff. Farewel, Pierr, At Twelve. 
74f. At any hour, my plagues 
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Will keep me waking. CEx, Pieyy, 
Tellme why, good Heav'n, EIS. 0 
Thou mad'ſt me what am, with all che Spirit, 
Aſpiring thoughts and Elegantdeſires 
That fill the happieſt Man ? Ah! rather why 
Did'ſt thou not form-me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? 
Why have I ſence to know the Curſe that's on me ? , 
Is this juſt dealing, Nature ? Belwidera! [ Enter Belyidera, 
Poor Belvidera! Belvid. Lead me, lead me my Virgins! 
| that kind Voice, My Lord, my Love, my Refuge! 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Face : 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
Ar ſight of thee, and bound with ſprightful joys. 
Oh ſmile, as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And cheer my fainting Soul. 7aff. As when our Loyes 
Were in their Spring? has then my Fortunechang'd ? 
Art thou not Belvid:ra, ſtill che ſame, 
Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee ? 
If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have harbour ?” 
Where caſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain? 
Belv, Does this appear like Change, or Lovedecaying ; 
When thus I throw my ſelf into thy boſom, 
With all the reſolution of L ſtrong Trpth : 
Beat's nct my keart, as 'twou'd alarmthine . 
Toa new Charge of bliſs; I joy more in thee, 
'Than did thy Mother when fhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
And bleſs'd the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 
7aff. Can therein Woman be ſuch glorious Faith ? 
Sure all ill-ſtories of thy Sex are falſe; 
Ch Woman! lovely Woman! Nature made thee 
To temper Man.: We had been Brutes without you, 
Angels are Painted fair, to look like you; 
There's in youall that we believe of Heavy'n, 
Amazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, 
Eternal Joy, and everlaiting Love. 
Zelv. If-Love be Treaſure, we'll be wondrous rich ; 
I have ſo much, my heart will ſurely break with't ; 
Vows carifee expreſs it, when I wov'd declare 
How great s my Joy, Iam dumb with the big thought; 
I ſwell, and ſigh, and labour with my lofiging. 
On iead me to ſome Deſart wide and wild, 
Barren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul 
May haveirs vent? wherel may tell aloud - 
To the high Heaven's, and every liſt'ning Planer, 
With what a boundlets ſtock my boſom s fraught ; 
Where] may throw my eager Arms about thee, 2 
Give looſe to Love with kiſſes, kindling Joy, 
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And let off all the Fires that's in my Heart, 
aff. Oh Belvidera! donblgl am a Beggar, 
Undone by Fortune, and in debt to thee z 
Want! worldly Want! that hungry meager Fiend 
bat my heels, and chaces me in view; 
Can'ſt thou b@r Cold and Hunger ?' Can theſe Limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, 
Endure the bitter Gripes of fmarting Poverty ? 
When baniſht by our miſeries abroad, 
(As ſuddenly we ſhall be) toſeck out 
(In ſome far Climate where our Names are ſtrangers ) 
For charitable ſuccour ; wilt thou then, 
When in a Bed of ftraw we ſhrink together, \ 
And the bleak winds fhall whiſtle round our heads; 
Wilt thou then ta!k thus to me ? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love ? 
Bely. Oh I will love thee, even in Madneſs love thee. 
Tho' my diſtrafted Senſes ſhould forſake me, 
Fd find ſome intervals, when my poor heart 
Should ſwage ir ſelf and be let looſe to thine. 
Though the bare Earth be all our Reſting-place, 
Is Root's our food, fome Clift our Habitation, 


Ml make this Arm a Pillow for thy Head ; 4 » "y Ho fe 
© 


As thou ſighing ly'ſt, and ſwell'd with forrow, 
Creep to thy Buſom, pou'r the balm of Love 
Into thy Soul, and kiſs thee to thy Ret ; | 
Then praiſe our God, and watch thee 'till the Morning. 
7af. Hear this you Heav'ns, and wonder how you made her! 
Reign, reign ye Monarchs that divide the World, 
Buſy Rebellion ne'er will let you know 


; Tranquility and HappineG like mine ; 


Like gawdy Ships, th' obſequious Billows fall 
wand riſe again, to lift you in your Pride z 
They wait but for a ſtorm and then devour you : 
I, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, 
Like a poor Merchant driven on unknown Land, 
That had by chance packt up his choiceſt Treaſure 
Inone dear Caskert, and fav'd only that : 
Since L muſt wander further on the ſhore, 
Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore ; 
Reſolv'd toſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. ["Exeunt; 


— 


ACT 
Enter Pierre and Aquilina, 


Aquil. BY. all thy Wrongs, thou aft dearer to my Arms - 
Than all the Wealthof Yenice: Prithee ſtay, 


And let us love to Night, 


_—— 


Pierr, No: 
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 Pierr, No: There's Fool, 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman ſells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt tome ; 
They leavea Taint, aſully where th'ave paſt, 
There's ſuch a baneful Quality about 'em, 
Even ſpoyls Complexions with their own Nauſeouſueſs, 
They infett all they touch; I cannot think 
Of taſting any thing a Fool has pall'd. | 

Aquil. 1loath and ſcorn that Fool thou mean'ft, as much , 
Or more than thou can't ; But the Beaſt has Gold 
That makes him neceſſary: Power too, 
Toqualitic my CharaQter, and-poiſe me 
Equal with pceviſh Virtue, that beholds 
My Liberty with Envy: In their Hearts 


Th 4 -Arc looſe as Iam ; But an ugly Power 


Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from 'em. 
' Pierr, Mugh.good may't do you, Madam, with your Senator, 
Aquil. My Senator! why, can'ſt thou think that Wretch 
Er fil'd thy Ageilina's Arms with Pleaſure ? 
Think'ſt thou, becauſe I ſomerimes give him leave 
To foyle himſelf at what he is unfit for; 
Becauſe I force my ſelf roendure and ſuffer him, 
Think'ſtthou I love him? No, by all ghe Joys 


 Tk6uevergay'ſt me, his Pretence is my Pennance ; 


The worſt thing an old Mancan be's a Loyer, n 
A meer Mcmento Morito poor Woman, 
I never lay by his decrepit ſide, 
Bur all that Night I ponder'd on my Grave. 
Pierr. Would he were well ſent thither, 
Adquil. That's my wiſh too: | 
For then, my Pierre, I might have cauſe withpleaſure 
To play the Hypocrite: Oh! how I could weep 
Over the dying UVotard, and kiſs him too, 
In hopes to {mother him quite z then, when the time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
For hc has already mademe Heir to Treaſures, 
Would make me out-act areal Widows whining : 
How could 1 frame my face to fit my mourning ! 
With wringing hands attend him to his Grave, 
Fall fwooning on his Hearſe: Take mad poſſefſion, 
Evyen of the I)iſmal Vault where he lay bury'd, 
There like the Epheſian Matron dwell, till Thou, 
My lovely Soldier, comeſt to my Deliverance ; 
Then throwing up my Veil, withop:n Arms 
And laughing Eyes, run to new dawning Joy, 
Pierr. No more! I have Friends to meet me here toNight, 
And mut be private, ;.As you prize my Friendſhip 
Keep up your Coxcomb: Let him not pry nor liſten, -- Nor 
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Nor fisk about the Houſe as I have ſeen him, 
Like a tame mumping Squirrel with.a Bell on 5, 
Currs wyl be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
Aquil. What Friends to meet ? may I not be of your Council? 
Pierr, How! a Woman ask Queſtions out of Bed? 
Go to your Senator, ask him what paſſes 
Amongſt his Brethren, he'll hide norhirlg from you: 
But pump-not me for Politicks. Nomore! 
Give order that whoever in my name 
Comes here, receive Admittance: ſo good night. 
Aquil. Muſt we ne'er meet again! Embrace no more 
Is Love ſo ſoon and utterly forgotten ! | 
Pierr, As you hence-forward treat your Fool, I'll think on't, 
Aquil. Curſt be all Fools, and doubly carſt my ſelf, 
The worſt of Fools ——1 die if he forſakes me ; 
And now to keep him, Heav'n or Hell inſtruct me. | Exeunt 


SCE NE The Ryalto. 


Enter Jaffeir. 
. Iam here, and thus, the Shades of Night around me, 
I look as if all Hell were in my Heart, 
Andlin Hell. Nay, m_ 'tis ſo with me, —— 
For every ſtep I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet: 
Tve heard how deſperate Wretches, like my (elf, oy 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of Night 1-2 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his walk : 
Sure I am ſoCurſt, that, tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to Tempt me. 
Hell! Hell! why fleepeſt thou? 
Enter Pierre. 
Piery, SureT have ſtay'd too long : 
The Clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe my Proſelyte, 
Speak, who goes there? | 
aff. A Dog, that comes to howl ! 
At yonder Moon: What's he that asks the Queſtion ? 
Pierr, AFriend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Creatures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters ; never Fawn 
On any that they love not: Well met, Friend: Faffeir! 
7aff. The ſame. Oh Pierre! Thou art come in ſeaſon, 
I was juſt going to Pray. Piery, Ah that's Mechanick, 
Prieſts make a Trade on't, and yet ftarve by it too; 
No Praying, it ſpoils Buſineſs, and time's precious z 
Where's Belvidera? [ For a Day or two 
I've lodg'd herprivately, 'til I ſee farther 
What Fortune will do with me? Prithee, Friend, O 
If thou would'ſt have me fit to hear good Council, 
Speak not of Belvider——— C | Piers, Spank 
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Piery, Speaknotofher. 7aff. Ohno! 
Pierr. Nor name her? May be I wiſh her well, 


7aff. Who well ? Pierr. Thy Wife, thy lovely Belwvideras 


I hope a man may wiſh his Friends Wife well, | 
And no harm done ! 

Zaff. Y'are merry Pierre ! Pierr, I am fo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera ſmile ; 
We'll all rejoyce, here's ſomething to buy Pins, 
Marriage is Chargeable, 7aff. I but half wiſhe 
To ſte the Devil, and he's here already. Wellt 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon 2. 
Tell me which way I muſt be damn'd for this. 

Pierr. When laſt we partcd we had no qualms like theſe, 
2ut entertain'd each others thoughts like Men, 
Whoſe Souls were well acquainted. Is the World 
Reform'd ſince our laſt meeting ? What new miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Prisl:i's heart relented? 
Can he be honeſt? FJaff. Kind Heavn! let heavy Curſes 
Gall his old Age ; Cramps, Aches, rack his Bones ; 
And bittereſt difquiet wring his Heart ; 
Oh let him live 'cill Life become his burden ! 
Lethim grown under't long, linger an Age 
In the worſt Agonies and Pangs of Death, 
And find its eaſe, butlate, Piery. Nay,could'ſt thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ſtrercht the Curſe to all 
TM Senate round, as to one ſingle Villain ? 

7-2ff. Bur Curſes ſtick not : Could I kill with Curſing, 
By Heav'o I know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blaſted ; Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Lunghils ; burtheir Wives and Daughters / 
Dye of their own diſeaſes, Oh for a Curſe 
To kill with! Pierr. Daggers, Daggers, are much better! 

aff. Ha! Pierr, Daggers. 

aff. But where ar=they ? Pierr. Oh, a Thouſand 
May be diſpos'd in honeſt hands in Venice. , 

74f. Thun talk'ft in Clouds, 

Pierr. But yet a Heart half wrong'd 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, 7affeir. 

7 aff. Athouſand Daggers, all in honeſt hands 
And have not | a Friend II ſtick one here? 

Pierr. Yes, 'f I thought thou'werr not to be cheriſht 
Toa nobler purpoſe, Id þ< that Friend. 
Put thou haſt better Friende, Friends, whom thy Wrongs 
Have madethy Fricads ; Friendayorthy to be call'd ſo; 
I'll truſt thee with a ſecret : There are Spirits 
This hour at work. But as thou art a Man, 
WhomT have picktand choſen from the World, 
SWeAL, that chou wilt be true to whatlutrer, 


_ 
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And when I have told thee, that which only Gods 
And Men like Gods are privy to, then ſwear, 
" Na Chance or Change ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom, 
aff. When thou would'ſt bind me, is there need cf Oaths? 
(Green-ſickneſs Girls loſe Maiden-heads with fuch Counters ) 
For thou art ſo near my heart, that thou may it (ce 
Its botrom, ſound its firength, and firmneſs to thee : 
Is Coward, Fool, or Villain, in my. face? 
If I ſeem none of theſe, 1 dare believe 
Thou woul{ not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 
For I am fit for Honour's tougheſt task ; 
Nor ever yet found fooling was my Province ; 
And for a villainous inglorious enterprize, 
I know thy heart ſo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee; ſet it to what Point thou wilt. 
Pierr, Nay, It's a Cauſe thou wilt be fond of Zafferr. 
For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, 
Our Liberties, our natural Inberitance ; 
There's no Religion, flo Hypacriſie in't ; 
We'll do the Buſineſs, -and n&er faſt ard pray fort: 
Openty act a deed, the World ſtall gaz- 
With wonder at, and envy when 1t is &g.7-; 
aff. For Liberty! Pierr. For L1,cty wy Friewal 
Thou fhalr be freed from baſe Priulis Vyranay, 
And thy ſ{equeſtred Fortunes heal'd again. 
I ſhall be freed from opprobrious Wrongs, 
That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit. downward: 
All Venice free, and every growing Merit 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pull'd 
From Wiſdom's Seat ; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, : 
Thoſe Lazy-Owls, who (pereh'd near Fortunes Top) 
Sit only watchful. with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new fledg'd Virtues, that, zvould riſe 
To nobler heights, and make the GroveMWarmonious. 
7af. What can I do? Pierr, Can'ft thou not kill a Senator ? 
4 Were there one wiſe or honeit, I could kill him 
For herding with that neſt of Fools and Knavcs; 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if revenge 
Were to be had, and the brave Story warms me. 
Pierr. Swear then ! 7aff. 1 do, by all thoſe glittering Stars 
And yond great Ruling Planet of the Night | 
By all good Pow'rs above, and ill below ! 
By Love and Friendſhip,” dearer than my Life! 
No Pow'r or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
Pierr. Here we embrace, and Ill unlock my Heart. 
A Councel's held hard by, -where the deſtruction 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There I'll lead thee! 
C2 
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But be a Man, for thou art to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, ; 
And rule it when it's wildeſt ?aff. I give thee thanks 
For this kind warning: Yes, I will be a Man, 
And charge thee, Pierre, when &er thou ſee'ſt my fears 
Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew ir for a Cowards. 
Come, let's begone, -for from this hour I chaſe 
All lirtle thoughts, all tender humane Follies 
Oat of my boſom : Vengeance ſhall have room: 
Revenge ! Pierr. And Liberty ! 
7aff. Revenge ! Revenge [Exenn, 
The Scene changes to Aquilina's Howſe, the Greeh, Cartez.an. 
Enter Renaulc, 
Renault, Why was my choice Ambition, the firſt ground 
A Wretch can build on? it's indeed at diſtance 
A good Proſpect, tempting to the View, 
The Height delights us, and the Mountain Top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's nigh to Heav'n, 
But 'we neer think how ſandy's the Foundation, 
What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us! 
Who's there ? Emery Spinoſa; 
ino. Renault, good morrow ! for by this time 
I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the ballance, 
And weighs up Morning : Has the Clock ſtruck Twelve ? 
Rena. Yes, Clocks will go as they are ſer: But Man, 
Irregular Man's neer conſtant, . never certain : 
I've ſpent at leaſt three precious hours of darkneſs 
I'y waiting dull attendance ; *tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtue to be mixt like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls but half refolv'd, 
Spin. Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten, 
Kena, What's then the gauſe that I am here alone ? 
Why are we not togethE@? 
Enter Eliot, 


O Sir, welcome! 
You are an -Engl.ſbman : When Treaſon's hatching 
One might have thoughr you'd riot have been behind- hand, 
In what Whore's lap have you been lolling ? 
Give but an Engliſkman his Whore and eaſe, 
Beet and a Sea- coal fire, he's yours for ever. 
Eliot, Fr:nchman, you are ſawcy. Rene, How ! . 
Enter Bedajrore the Embaſſador, Theodore, Brainveil, Durand, 
. Brabe, Revellido, Mezzana, Ternon, Retroff, Conſpirators. 
Bedam, {\t difference, fye. \ 
Is this a time for quarrels? Thieves and Rogues 
Fall our and brawl: Should Men of your high calling, 
Mcn ſeparated by the Choice of Proyidence, From 
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From the groſs heap of Mankind, and ſet here 

In this great Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, . 

Tadorn the braveſt purpoſe it cer (mild ons 

Should you like Boys wrangle-for trifles ? Ren, Boys! 
Beda. Renaxlt, thy Hand ! Ken. I thoughtT'd given my Heart 

Long fince to every Man that mingles here 

But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 

- That can't forgive my froward Age its weakneſs. 
Beda. Eliot, thou once had'ſt Vertue, I have ſeen 

Thy ſtubborn Temper bend with godlike Goodneſs, 

Not half thus courted: "Tis thy Nations Glory, 

To hugg the Foe that offers brave Alliance. 

Once more embrace, my Friends --- we'll all embrace ---- 

United thus, we are the mighty Engin 

Muſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Baſis! 


Totters it not already ? Elzor, Would it were tumbling, 
Bed. Nay it” fhall down: This Night we Seal its ruine. 
Enter Pierre. od 


Oh Pierre! thou art welcome! 

Come to my breaſt, for by its hopes thou look'ſt + 

Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Venice 

Seems on thy 'Sword already. Oh my Mars ! 

The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of War 

Sure prophecy'd of thee. Pierr, Friends! was not Bratw, 
(I mean that Bratw, who: in open Senate 

Stabb'd the firſt Ceſar that uſurp'd the World) 

A Gallant Man ? Rena. Yes, and Catdine too ; 
Tho ſtory wrong his Fame: for he conſpir'd 

To prop the recling Glory of his Country: 


His Cauſe was good. Beds; And ours as much aboye-it, 
As Kenaxlt thou art Superior to Cethega, 
Or Pierre to Caſſins. Pierr. Then to what we aim at . 


When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for ever? 
Beda. No Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems to have ſer 
The Buſineſs up, and given it to our care, 
I hope there's not a heart nor hand amongſt us 
Bur is firm and ready. All. All! 
Well die with Bedamore. Beda, Oh Men, 
Matchleſs, as will your Glory be hereafter, 
The Game is for a Maichleſs Prize, if won 
If loſt, diſgraceful Ruine, Ren. Whar can loſe it ? 
The publick Stock's a Beggar z one Venetian 
Truſts not another : Look intq their Stores 
Of general ſafery z Empty Magazines, 
A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, 
Bankrupt Nobility, a harraft Commonalty, 
A Fattious, giddy, and divided 'Senate, 
1s all the ſtrength of Venice: Ler's deſtroy it ; Let's -- 
mY 
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Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 
Man out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it ; 
Ler looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſters, 
To pay themſelves with plunder ; Lop, their ;Nobfrs 
To the baſe Roots , whence moſt of 'em firſt ſprung ; ES 
Enſlive the Rout, whom ſmarting witli makehumble, 
Turn out their droning Senate, and poſlcts 
That Seat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd for. 
Pierr. Ten thouſand men are Armed at your Nod, 
Commanded all by Leaders fir to guide 
A Battle for the freedom of the World; 
This wretched State has ſtarv'd' them inits ſervice, 
And by your bounty quicken'd y they 're reſolv'd 
To ſerve your Glory , and revenge their own 
Tit have all their different Quarters in this City, 
Watch for th' Alarm, and 'grumble 'ris ſo tardy. 
= I doubtnot Friend , but thy unweary'd diligence 
Ha? ſtill kept waking , and it ſhall have eaſe; 
After this Night it is reſolv'd we meet 
No more, *till Yenice own us for her Lords. 
Pierr. How lovely the Adriatique Whore, 
Dreſt in her Flames, will ſhine ! devouring Flames ! 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery bottom 
And hiſs in her Foundation. . Beada, Now if any 
Amongſt us that owns this glorious Cauſe, X 
Have Friends or Intereſt, he'd wiſh to fave, 
Ler it be told, the general Dooin is Seal'd ; 
But I'd forgo the Hopes of a Worlds Empire, 
Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend, * 
Pierr I mult confeſs you there have toucht my weakneſs, 
'Thave a Friend; hear it, ſuch a Friend! 
My heart wasneer ſhut to him : Nay, Ill tell you, 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour ; 
Bur he rejoyces in the Cauſe;, and: loves 1t, _ 
W' have chang'd a Vow to live and die together, 
And He's at hand to ratify it here, 
Ren, How ! all betray'd? Pierr, No---I've dealt nobly with you 
I've brought my All into the publick Stock ;; 
I had but one Friend, and him bl] ſhare amongſt you ! 
Receive and Cheriſh him: Orif, when ſeer) 
And ſearcht, you find him worthleſs, as my Tongue 
Has ledg'd this Secret1a his faithful Breaſt, 
To eaſe your fears I wear a Dagger here 
Shall ripir out again, and give youreſt. 
Come forth, thou only Gcod I &er could boaſt of, 
Enter Jaffeir with a Dag ger. 
Beaa, His Preſence bears the ſhow of Manly Vertue, 
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: I know voull wonder all, that thus uncall'd, 

I dare approach this place of fatal Councels ; 
But Il am amongſt you, and by Heav'n ir glads me, 
To ſee ſo many Vertues thus united, 
To reſtore Juſtice and dethrown Opprefſion. 
Command this Sword , if you would have it quiet, 
Into this Breſt ; bur if you think it worthy 
To cnt the Throats of reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd afſembl'd: Senate ; 
It ſhrinks not, tho I meet a Fatheythere; 
Would you behold this Ciry Flaming ? Here's 
' Ahand ſhall bear a lighted Torch at noon 
To the Arſenal , and ſet irs Gates on fire, 

Ren. You talk this well , Sir. 

74ff. Nay — by Heav'inT'll do this. 
Come, come, I read diſtruſt in all your faces, 
You fear me a Villain, and indeed it's odd 
To hear a ſtranger talk thus at firit meeting, 
Of matters, that have been ſo well debated ; 
But I come ripe with Wrongs as you with Councels ; 
I hate this Senate, am a FoertoYenice 
A Friend to nene y- but Men reſolv'd like me, 
Topuſh on Miſchief: Oh did you but know me, 


I need not talk thus! Beda. Pierre! 1 muſt embrace him, 
My heart beats to this Man as if it knew him, 
Rena, 1'never loy'd theſe hnggers; 7aff. Still I ſee 


The cauſe delights me not. Your Friends ſurvey me , 
As I were dangerous bur I come Arm'd 
Againſt all doubts, and to 'your truſt will give 
A Pledge, worth more than all the World can pay for; 
My Belvidera | Ho! my Belviders! 
x, Bed, What wonder next ? 7aff. Let me entreat you , 
"/A8 1 have henceforth wn to call ye friends, 
That all but the Ambaffador , this 
Grave Guide of Couhcels , with my friend that owns me , 
Withdraw a while to ſpare a Womans bluſhes, 
[| Ex. all but Bed, Rena, Jaff, Pierr. 
Beda, Pierre, whither will this Ceremony lead us? «Sg 
aff. My Belvidera | Belvidera! 
Belyv Who? , ' CF Enter Belyidera,-. 
Who calls ſo lowd at this late peaceful hour ? 
That Voice was wont to come in gentler whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft breath of Love: 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts , where art thou ? 
7aff. Indeed 'cis late. Bel. Oh ! I have flept and dreamt, 
And dreamt again : Where haſt thou been thou Loyrerer ? 
Tho my Eyes clos'd, my Arms have ftill been open'd ; 


Strecht every way berwixt my broken flumbers , To 
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To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my Reſt ; 
There's no repoſe without thee: Oh the day, 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our ſorrow ; 
Come, come to bed, and bid thy Cares good Night. 
aff. Oh Belvidera ! we muſt change the Scene 
Jn which the paſt Delights of Life were taſted: 
The Poor ſleep little, we muſt learn to watch 
Our labours late, and early every Morning, : 
Mid'ft winter Froſts, then dlad and fed with ſparing, ' 
Riſe to our toils, and drudge away the day. 
Belv. Alas! where am I! whither is't you lead me! + 
Methinks I read diſtraCtion 4n your face! 
Something leſs gentle than the. Fate you'tell me: 
You ſhake and tremble too ! your blood runs cold! 
Heaven's guard my Love, and bleſs his heart with Patience. 
aff. That I have Patience, let our Fate bear witneſs, 
Who has ordain'd ir ſo,. that thou and I 


(Thou the divineſt Good Man eer- poſleſt, 
Ny 


| I the wretched'ſt of the'Race of Man ) 
Thixyery hour, without one tear, muſt part. 
Bely. Part! muſt we part? Oh! am I then forſaken? 
Will my Love caſt me eff? have my misfortunes 
Gffended him fo highly, that he'll leave me ? 
Why drag you from me? whither are you going ? 
My Dear! my Life! my- Love! aff. Oh Friends! 
Belv. Speak to me, Zaf. Take her from my heat, 
She'll gain-ſuch hold elſe, I ſhall ne'er get looſe. 
I charge thee rake her, but with tender'ſt care, 
Relieve her Troubles and afſwage her ſorrows. 
Ren. Riſe, Madam ! and Command amongſt your Servants: 
7aff. To you, Sirs, and your Honours, I bequeath her, 
And with her this, when I prove unworthy —— [Gives 4 dagger, 
You know the reſt: Then ftrike it to her heart; 
And tell her, he, who three whole happy years 
Lay in her Arms, and each kind Night repeated 
The pafſionate Vows of ſtill encreaſing Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 
Belv. Nay, - take my Life, ſince he has fold it cheaply ; 
Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your ſlave, 
Bur ler it: be far off, leaſt my complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his peace. 
7aff. No Belvidera, T've contriv'd thy. honour, 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as I'll preſerve that faith unbroken, 
When next we meet, Ill lift thee to a height, 
Shall gather all the gazing World about thee, 
.To wonder what ſtrange. Virtue plac'd thee there, 
Put if we ne'er meet more ——— Belv. Oh 


. 
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Belo, Oh thou unkind one, | AY 

Never 'meet more'! have 1 deſerv'd this from you ? . 

Look on me, tell me, tell me, ſpeak thou dear deceiver, 

Why am I ſeparated from thy Love ? 


If I am falſe, accuſe me'4 bur if. rrue, A YOT YT 

Don't, prithee don't in poverty forſake me. 4 

But pitty the ſad heart, that's torn with parting. ff. wang 

Yet hear me ! yet'recal me —— -  [Ex,Ren, Bed; aud Belv. 
aff. Oh my Eyes! . ' 


Look not that way; but turn your» ſelves awhile 
Into my heart, and be wean'd all together. 
My Friend, ' where art thou? 'Pierr, Here, my Honour's Brother 
fff. Is Belvidera gone? Pier. Renault has lead her 
Back to her own Apartment : but; by Heay'n ! 
Thou miſt not ſte hewmore till our works over. 
iff. No: Pierr, Not for your life. 
Jeff. Oh Pierre, wert thou but ſhe, 
How I could pull thee down into my heart, 
Gaze on thee till my Eye-ftrings crackt with Love, - 4 
Tilt all my finews with its fire extended, A 
Fixt me upon the Rack of ardent longings T7 
Then ſwelling, ſighing, raging to be bleſt, as) 
Come like a panting Turtle to thy Breaſt, 
On thy ſoft Boſom, hovering, bill and play, 
Confeſs the cauſe why laſt I fled away; 
Own 'twas a fault, bur ſwear to give it o'er, 
And neyer follow falſe Ambition more, Ex, Ambo 


7 oy 0-0. 0; 4 2 


| Enter Aquilina and hey Maid, 
and Ki him I am gone'to bed: Tell him I am notat home ; 
tell him Pye better Company with me, or any thing ; 

tell him in ſhort I will not ſee him, the eterngltroubleſome vexatious 
Fool: He's worſe Company than an ignorant Phyſician —— Tl nor 
be difturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable hours, 

Maid. But Madam! He's here already, juſt enter'd the doors. 

Aquil. Turn him out agen, you unneceffary, uſeleſs, giddy-brain'd 
Aſs! if he will not begone, ſer the houſe 'a fire and burn us both : I had 
rather meet a Toad in my difh than” that old hideous Animal in my 
Chamber to Night. Enter 'Antomio. 

Anto. Nacky, Necky, Nacky how doſt do Nacky ? Hurry durry. 
I am come little Nacky; paſt eleven a Clock, a late hour; time in all 
Conſcience togo to bed Nacky Nadcky did | fay ? Ay Nacky; Aqui- 


lina, lina, lina, quilina, quilina, quilina, Aquilins, Naquilina, Nanilina, 
Acky, &chy, Nacky, Nacky, Queen Nacky----come let's to bed 
Fubbs, you Pugg you 
I am a Senator, 


you 
you little Puſs——Purrce Tuzzey— 


D Aquif 
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" Aquil. You are Fool, I am ſure, | - 
on. May be ſo too ſweet--heart, Never the worſe Senatop- for 
all that. Come Nacky, Nacky, let's have a Game at Rump, Nacky, 
i You would do well Signior to be. troubleſome here no 
longer, but leave me to my ſelf, be ſober and go home ,. Sir, 

Anto.” Home Madons ! 

HAguil. Ay home, Sir. Who am I? 

Anto. n4, as ] take it you are my —— You are— thoy 
art my little Nicky Nacky--- that's all! 

Aquil. 1 find you are reſolv'd ro: be troubleſome, and fo to make 
ſhorr of the matter in few words, I hate you, deteſt you, loath 
you, I amweary of you, ſick of you —— hang you, you are an 
Old, Silly, I npertinent, Impotent, Sollicitous Coxcomb,, Crazy 
in your head, and lazy in, your Body, loveto be medling with every: 
thing , and if you had not Money,, you aregeod for nothing. . ; 

Anto. Good for nothing | Hurry durry , Ill try that Io 
Sixty.one years Old, and good for nothing ; that's brave. [79 + 
Maid. ] Come come come Miſtreſs. fiddle-faddle , rurn you out for 
a ſeaſon; go turn out [ ſay, it is our will and pleaſure to be prj- 
vate ſome moments out , out-When.. you are Bid too —— [| Pate 
her out and locks the door ]. Good for nothing you ſay. 

Aquil. Why what are you good for? 

Ants. In the firſt place, Madam, I am Old, and conſequently: 
very wiſe, very wiſe, Madens, de mark that? in the ſecond place 
take notice, if you pleaſe, that lam a Senator , and when I think fit 
can make Speeches Madona. Hurry durry, I can make a Speechin 
the Senare-houſe now and then —— wou'd make your hair ſtand an 
end, Madora. F 
* Aquil. What care I for your Speeches in the Senate-houſe, if you 
wou'd be ſilent here, I ſhould thank you. 

Anto, Why, I can make Speeches to thee too, my lovely Madona z 
for Example my cruel fair one , | 

[ Takes out a Parſe of Gold, and at every pauſe es it, 
Since it is my Fate, that you far with your te MIT 
tholare at Night [ hope 'tis not roo late with this too gain re» 


ception for my Love there's for thee my little Nicky Nacky 
rake it , here take it 1 ſay rake it, or I'll throw it at your 
head how now, rebel ! 


Aquil. Truly, my Iluſtrious Senator, .I muſt confee your Ho- 
nour 1s at preſent moſt profoundly cloquent indeed, 

Anto, Very well: Come, nowlet's fit down and think upon't a lit- 
the -—— come fit Hay ——ſit down by mea little my Nicky, Nacky, 
hah -—-—— [ S:s down] Hurry durry good for nothing 

Aquit. No Sir, if you pleate I can know my diſtance and ſtand. 

Anto, Stand : How? Nacky, up and I down ! Nay then et me 
exclaim with the Poet. 

Shew me a Caſe more pitiful who can, 
A ftanding Woman, aud a falling Max, Hurry 
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Hurry durry——not fit down———ſee this ye Godio——— 
You won't fit down? Aquil. No Sir. 

Anto. Then look you now, EI Bull, a Bs{a»-Bull, the Bull 
of Bulls, or any Bull, Thus up I get and with my brows thus bent---- 
Ibroo, I ſay I broo, I broo, | broo. You won't fit down will you ? 
| EIT [Bellows like a Bull, and drives her about. 

Aquil. Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. Now your { She fits down. 
nn = been a Bull, pray what Beaſt will your Worthip pleaſe to 

next 

Anto. Now Tl be a Senator agen, and thy LoverTictle Nicky Nacky ! 
[He fits by her. Ah toad, toad, toad, toad! ſpit in my Face a little, 
Nac —— ſpit in my Face prithee, ſpit in my Face, never ſo little : ſpit 
but a lictle bir ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpir, when you are bid I ſay ; do, pri- 
thee ſpit now, now, now, ſpit: what, you won't ſpit, will you ? 
Then T'll be a Dog. Aquil. A Dog my Lord ? 

Anto. Ay a Dog — andTHl give thee this t'other purſe co let me be 
a Dog ——and touſe me like a Dog a little, Hurry durry---{ will--- 
here *tis.— [Gives the Parſe. 

Aquil. Well, with all my heart.  Butlet me beſeech your Dogſhip 
to play your tricks over as faſt as you can, that you may come to 
ſtinking the ſooner, and be turn'd out of doors as you deſerve, 

Amnto. Ay, ay———no matter for that [He gets nnder the Table, 
tharſhan't moye me—— Now, bough waugh waugh, bough waugh--- 

4a 1 * [Barks like a Dog. 

Aquil, Hold, hold, hold Sir, I beſeech you: what is't you do? If 
Curs bite, they muſt be kickr, Sir. Do you ſee, kickt thus. | 

Amnto. Ay withall my heart: do kick, kick on, now lam under the 
Table, kick agen —— kick harder--- harder yer, bough waugh waugh, 
waugh, bough——'odd, I'll have a ſnap at thy ſhins-— bough waugh 
waugh, waugh, bough—— 'odd ſhe kicks bravely. —— A 

Aquil. Nay, thenT'll go another way to work wich you: and I think 
here's an Inſtrument fir for the purpoſe. [Fetches 4 Whip and Bell. 
What bite your Miſtreſs, firrah! our, our of doors, you Dog, to kennel 
and behang'd —— bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs, you rogue. 

: Wav {She Whips bins, 

Anto, Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou arttooloving : Hurry durry, 
'0dd I'll be a Dog no longer. ; 

Aquil. Nay none of your fawning and grinning : But be gone, or 
here's the Di:cipline: What bite your Miſtreſs by the Legs you mun- 
grit? out of doors ——hout hour, to kennel firrah! go. 

Anto, This is very barbarous uſage Necky, very barbarous : look 
you, I will not go——1 will not ſtir from the door, that I reſolve 
hurry durry, what ſhut me out? ; [She Whips him ont. 

Aquil. Ay, and if you come here any more to night I'll have my 
Foot-men lug you, you Curr: What bite. your poor, Miſtreſs Nacky, 


firrah ! Enter Maid. | 
Maid, Heav'ns Madam ! What's the matter ? [Hi howls at the door” 
Aauil. Call my Foot-men hither preſently, like 4 Dg 
D 2 nter 
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:; - Enter two Foot-men, hf ns 

Maid, They are here already Madam, the Houle is alt alarnvd with 
a ſtrange noiſe, that no body knows what to make of, 

Aquil. Go all of you-and-turn that troubleſome Beaſt in thenext 
room out of my houſe If I-ever ſee him within theſe walls again, 
withour-my leave for his Admittance, you ſneaking Rogues —» 1 
have-you poiſan'd all, poion'd, like Rats:-every: Corner of the Houſe 
ſhall ſtink of one of you : Go, andilcarn hereafter to know-my plea- 
ſure, So now for gy Pierre: X | 

.. Thas whe ELL Lover was diſpleas'd ; 
We Sulit our Fool and he's appeas'd, [Exeunt, 


SCENE The Second, 


Emer Belvidera. 
Bolwid. 1M Sacrific'd |-I am fold ! betray'd to ſhame! 
lnevitable Ruin has4nclos'd me ! 
No ſooner was | to my bed repair'd, 
To weigh, and (weeping) ponder my Condition, 
Burt the old hoary Wretch, to whole falſe Care | 
My Peace and Honour-was intruſted;; came - " | 
. (Like Tarquin):ghaftly with infernal Luft. v19iol 
Oh thou Reman Lucrece ! 'thou-could'ſt find friends to yindicate thy 
Inever had but one, and he's prov'd (alle; [Wrong 
He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it; 
Left me! undoneme! Ohthatl could hate him ! 
Where ſhall I go! Oh whither whither wander ? 
yi. | Enter Jaffeir. | 
7aff.- Can Belvid:ra want a reſting place » 
When theſe poor Arms. are open to.receive her ? 
Oh 'tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires 
Strong as. my. Love to thee; for every moment 
1.am from. thy fight, -the Heart within my Boſom 
Moans like a tender 4nfant in its Cradle 
Whoſe Nurſe har left /it : Come, . and with the Songs 
Of gentle Love perſwade'ir to its peace. 
B:lv:d. I fear the flubborn Wanderer will not own me,. 
[Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no tonger, 
Scorns the Indulgent, Boſom that firſt lull'd-it, 
And like a Difobedient Child idiſdains 
The ſoft Authority of Belviders, 
7aff. There was a time—— Belv, Yes, yes, there was a time: 
When Belvidera's' tears; her cries, and forrows, 
Were not deſpis'd; when if ſhe chanc'd to figh, 
Or look bur ſad; there was indeed a time 
When faffeir-would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eas'd her declining, Head upon his Breaſt, : 
And never left her 'cill he found the Caulz; 
Pur letgher now weep Seas, f Cry, 


- 
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Cry, 'till ſhe rend the Earth ; ſigh 'rill ſhe burſt 
Her heart afunder ; ſtill he bears it all ; 
Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 

af, Have I been deaf?'amIthatRock unmov'd? 
Againft whoſe roat\, ,Tears beat and'fighes ate ſent! 
In vain have I beheld thy Sarrows calmly! 
Witneſs againft me Heav'ns;have't done ithis? 
Th:n bear me in a Whirlwind back -agen , 
And let that angry dear oneneer forgive me! 
Oh thou too raſhly cenſur'ſt of my: Love ! 
Could'ſt thou but think how. I have (pent this night, 
Dark and alone, no pillow to: my: Heads: - 
Reſt in my Eyes, nor quieg/in\my Heart 2. 
Thou would'ſt not Belv/ders fure'thdu would'® not 
Talk ro me thus , bur like a pitying Angel 
Spreading thy wings corhie ſettle. on my breaſt , 
And hatch warm comfort there cer forrows freeze it, 


. B:lv, Why, thempodrMonraer, in what baleful Cornee : 
Haſt thou been talking withyrhat/ Wizeh-the Night? 


On what cold ſtone haſt ghon+Fen-ſtretcht along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head,'. 
To mix with theirs the: Accents of chy Woes ! ,. 
Oh now I find the Gauſe my Love forſakes ne |. 
| am no longer fit to\/bear:a ſhare - pom : 0 
In his Concernments ::iMy weak: fergle Varrue . | 
Muſt not bÞ truſted ; *Tistoo frail-and reader, * 
7aff. Oh Porcia! Porcia! What aSdulwas thine ? 
Belv. That Porcia was a; Womam and when Bratmsr: 
Big with the fate of Rome, (Heavinguard thy ſafety 1) 
Conceal'd from her the Labourg of tis Mind, ' 
She let him ſee, her Blood wasgreht! agthis, 
Flow'd from a Spring as noble; and a Heart: © 6, 
Fit topartake his Tropblag a# his Lover”: 7 ws, 2; 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back;z; the dreadful-dower : : 
Thou gav'ſt laſt night in partingwithme!:; #trike it- + 
Here to my heart ; and avthe Blaod flows from ir, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's Daughters. 
faff. Thowart too goolly and lindeed unworthy; - 
Unworthy ſo much Virtue : Teach merhow' 
| may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love | as: thine, 
and ſee with what attention I'll obey thee. 
Belv. Do not deſpiſe me :: that's the AV 1 ask, 
7aff. Deſpiſe thee! Hear me 
Bely. Oh thy charming Tongue 
Is but too well acquainted with my weakneſs; 
Knows, let it name but Love , my melting heart - 
Diſfolves within my Breaſt ; *cill with clos'd Eyes - 
| reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten, 


GON 
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7aff. What ſhall I do? 'm S 
Belv. Tell me! be juſt, and tell me 

Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy face? 
Why am made a ſtranger ? why thar'fighr, 
And 1 not know the Gauſe? Why when the World 
Is wrapt in Reſt , why chooſes then my Love 
To wander up and down-'in horrid darkneſs, - 
Loathing his bed, and theſe deſiring Arms ? | 
Why are theſe Eyes Blood- ſhot, with tedious watching ? 
-Why ſtarts he now ? and looks as if he wiſht 
His Fate were finiſht + "Tell me, eaſe my fear; 
Leaſt when we next time meet, I want the power 
To ſearch into the ſickneſs of thy Mind; / 
But talk as wildly then as thou look'ft now. 
aff. Oh Belvidera ! | 
Belv. Why was [ laſt night deliver'd to a Villain? 
7Zaff. Hah, a Villain! | 
Belo. Yes! .to a Villain! Why at ſach anthour 
Meets that aſſembly all made up oof Wrerches' ” 
That look as Hell had drawn 'em! into Leagne ? 

Why, I in this hand, and in-that'a Dagger,;' 

Was I deliver'4 with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies 7 / 

« To yow, Sirs, and to your Honour I bequeath hey , bo 

« And with her this: When cr ] prove unworthy, 

« Yom know the reſt, then ſtrike it to her Heart? 

Oh ! why's that reſ# conceald fromme ? muſt I : 

Be made the hoſtage of a-hellifh Trufts_ | 

For ſuch I knowl am; that's all myrvalue! 

But by the Love and Loyalty Ihpwe'rhee , 

I'll free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves ; 

Strait to the Senate, tell *em all know, 

All that I think, all that myfears inform me ! 

7aff. Is this the Roman Virtuet this the Blood 
That boaſt its purity with Caro's Daughter! | 
Would ſhe have c'erbetray'd her Bratw? Belv, No: 
For Bratw truſted her ; Wer't thou-ſo kind; | 
What would not Belv:dera ſuffer for thee ? 

747. I ſhall undo my ſelf, and tell thee all. 

Belv. Look not upon me,'as I am a Woman, 

Butasa Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend; who long 

Has had admiſſion to thy hearr, and there 

Study 'd the Virtues of thy gallant Narure ; 

Thy Conſtancy , thy Courage and thy Truth, 

Have been my daily !eflon : I have learat them, 

Am hold as thou , can ſuffer or deſpiſe - 

The worſt of Fates for thee ; 2nd with thee ſhare them. 

74f. Oh you divineſt: Powers! look down and hear 

My Prayers ! inſtruct me toreward this Virtue! ©. Yet 
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A \Þlot :\Difcaner d. , 
Fer think a little;, e'er: thou tempt me further ; 
Think I have a Tale to tell, will ſhake'rhy Nature, 
Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy thaw talk'ft of 
Into vile, tears and:deſpicable ſorrows : 
Then if thou ſhould'ſt berray me 1+ Belv. Shall 1 ſwear? 
aff. No: do not ſwear; I would nor violate 
Thy tender Nature with ſo rude'a Bond :. 
But asthou hop | ta ſee re live my:days, - 
And love thee long , lock this within thy Breaſt; 
I've bound my ſelf by all the ſtricteſt Sacraments, 
Divine and humane Belv. Speak! 
7aff. To kill thy Father —— Belv, My Father ! : 
7aff. Nay the Throats-of the whole Senate , / 
Shall bleed my Belvidera : He amongſt us - 
That ſpares his Father,, Brother, or his Friend, 
ls Damn'd : How rich and beauteaus will the face 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide ſtreets, run blood .. 
| and the glorious Partner's of my Fortune 
Shouring, and ftriding or the proſtrate Dead; . 
Still co new waſte z whilſt thou, far off in ſafery: 
Smiling , ſhalt ſee the wonders of our daring ; 
And when night comes, With Praiſe and Love receive me. 
Belv. Oh ! 7aff. Have a care, andſhriak not even in thought! 
For if thou do'ſt Btlv. 1 know it, thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword inta this boſom :- Lay me 
Dead on the Earth, and then thau wile be ſafe 
Murder my Father ! 'tho his Cruel Nature. 
Has perſecuted me to my undoing. 7 
Driven me to baſeſt wants ; Cant behold him - 
With ſmiles of Vengeance, butcher'd n his Age ? 
The ſacred Fountain of my life deſtroy'd ? 
And canſt thou ſhed the blood that gave me being ? 
Nay, be a Traitor too, and ſell thy Country ; 
Can thy great Heart deſcend ſa vilely low, 
Mix with hired Slaves; Bravoes, and Common ſtabbers, . 
Noſe- litters , Ally-lurking Villains! joyn : 
With ſuch a Crew , and take a Ruffian's Wages, 
To cut the Throats of Wretches as they ſleep ? 
aff: Thau wrong 'ſt me, Belvidera! Ivecngagd 
With Men of Souls: fit to reform the ills 
Ofall Mankind: There's not a Heart amongſt them, 
But's as ſtout as Death, yer honeſt as the Nature 
Of Man firſt made, &er Fraud and Vice were faſhions. 
Belv. What's he,to whoſe curſt hands laſt night thou gav't me? 
Was that-well done? Oh! Icould tell a ſtory 
Would rowſe thy Lyon Heart out of its. Den 
And make it rage with terrifying fury. 
41 Jeff 
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7aff. Speak on I charge thee? * | ** -0Belv; pe +, artnet Ly 

Thy Belvidera's Peace defcrv'd thy' Care, . i. 7 9/51 1 2 Uo T 

Remove me from this place : Laſt night, laſt mght!-.. ts 3 Ft 
7af. Diſtrg@t me not, but give:me.all rhe-Fruch. | a] 
B:lv. No: ſooner! wer'e thou gone, uand-Falone;/odl will | 15 ( 

Left in the pow'r of that:okÞSob of Miſthicfy | 111 99 © 6/4 iv} 

: No ſooner was I lain on my ſadBed;. +0! 0: 2747247 7944727 71 

pe, But that vile Wretch approacht-me; looſe; ombattop'd,: 1 

Ready for violation: Then my” Hearr 1 

Throbb'd with its fears: O-how-t wept and ſigh mw ns 

And ſhrunk and trembled. wiſh'd in vain for him 

That ſhould protefy te. Thou alas! werr*gone! - 
7aff. Patience | (weetHeav'n, 'rill I make vengeance lure, 
belv. He drew the hideous Dagger forth 4hou gay'ſt him, | 

And with upbraiding ſiwvles he ſaid, "behold it; al 

This us the pledge of a falſe Hwutbimnds love : 

And in my Arms chen-preft, and wou'd'have claſp'd'me; 

But with my Cries I ſcar'd/his Coward heart, 

*Till he withdrew, and mutter'd vows: to' Hell: | 

Theſe are thy Friends! with thefethy Life, thy-Honour, 

Thy Love, all's ſtak't, 'and-all'wilt 20-to ruine. es 

old No more: 1 charge' thee: keep'rhis ſecret cloſe; @'ie ik 
__ thy ſorrows, lodk as if thy wrongs | 

Ward all forgot, and treat himtike a Friend, 

As no complaint were made. ' No more; retire, 

Retire my Life, and doitbtnot of my Honour ; 

I'll heal its failings, and deſetve'thy Love. 

Belv. Oh ſhould I part with thee,-I fear thou wilt 

In Anger leave me, and'ireturn no more”: | 
?aff, Return no more! 1 would nor live without thee 

Another Night to purchaſe the Creation, 

Belv. When ſhall we meet again? 
aff. Anon at Twelve! | 

I'll ſteal my ſelf to thy expeQting Arms, 

Come like a Itavell d Dove and'bring thee Peace. 
Belv. Indeed) faff. By all our loves! 
Belv. Tis hard to part: 

But ſure no falſhood cer lookt fo fairly, 

Farewell-- Remember Twelve. Ex. Belvid, 
7aff. Let deav'n forget me 

Whcn I Remember not thy Truth, thy Love, 

How curſt is my Condition, tofFd and juſtF'd, 

Fromevery Corner ; Fortune's Common Fool, 

The jeſt of Rogues, an Inſtrumental Aſs 

For Villains to lay loads of Shame upon, 

And drive abour juſt for their eaſe and ſcorn, 

Enter Fierre, 
Pierr. Jaffeir | 7aff. Who calls! 
Pierr, AFriend, that could haye wiſht 
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T have found thee otherwiſe imploy'd : what, hutit 
A Wife 'on the dull ſoil! ſure a ſftanch Husband 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt ? wilt thou never, 
Neyer be wean'd from Caudles and ConfeCtions ? 
What feminine Tale haſt thou been liſtening to, 
Of unayr'd ſhirts ; Catharrs and Tooth- Ach got 
By thin-ſol'd ſhoces ? Damnation! that a Fellow 
Choſen to be a Sharer in the Deſtruftion 
Of a whole People , ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
To caſe his fulſom Luſts, and Fool his Mind. 
aff. May not a Man then trifle out an hour 
With a kind Woman and wa wrong yo ? 
Pierr. Notin a Cauſelike ours, - - Then Friend 
Is in a damn'd condition : for Ill tell 1x Ir U 
That Canker-worm call'd Eechery has toucht it, 
"Tis tainted vilely : would'ſt thou think it, Renex/r, 
That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue ) 
ves ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt, 
I found him out for wateringat my Wife: 
He viſited herlaſt nightlike a kind Guardian : | 
Faith ſhe has fome Temptations, that's the truth on't. 
Pierr. He durſt not wrong his Truſt ! 
aff. T' was ſomething late tho 
To take the freedom of a Ladies Chamber. 
Pierr, Was ſhe inbed? 74f. Yes faith in Virgin ſheets 
White as her boſom , Pierre , diſht neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker apperiee to taſte. 
Oh how the old Fox ſtunk I warragt thee - 
When the rank fit was on him, Pierr, Patience guide me! 
He) us'd no violence ? 
7aff, No, no! out on't, violence! 
Play'd with her neck ; bruſht her with his Gray-beard, 
Strugglhd and tow2'd, rickl'd her 'rill ſhe ſqueak'd a lictle 
May be, or ſo but not a jot of viglence 
Pierr. Damn him, 
aff. Ay, ſoſay I : but huſh, no more on't; 
All hitherta is well, and I believe 
My ſelf no Monſter yet: Tho no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to? ſure 'tis near the hour 
We all ſhould meer.for our concluding Orders; 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in perſon ? 
Pierr. No: he has ſent Commiſſion to that Villain, Renawnly; 
To give the Executing Charges 
poſſib 


I'd have thee be a Man if 
And keep thy temper ; for a braye Revenge 


Ne'er comes too late, {4ff- Fearnor, Iam cool as Patience : 
Had he compleated my _— rather : 
Then 
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Spino,.'Till we areſafe, our Friendſhip cannot be ſo, 


Pierr, Again: who's that? Spino. *Iwas |. 
Theo. And I. Rev:ll, And I. 
Eliot. Aud all, Ren, Who are on my fide? 


Spineſ. Every honeſt Sword, 
. Lets dic like men and not be fold like Slaves, 
Pierr. Oneſuch word 1nore, by Heav'n [ll to the Senate 
And hang ye all, like Dogs 1n Cluſters, 
Why pecp your Coward Swords halt out their ſhells? 
Wiry do you not all brandiſh them like mine ? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk, of Killing ? 
Ren. Goto the Senate and betray us , haſten, 
Secuethy wretched life, we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar'ſt be honeſt. 
Pierr. That's rank falſhoody | 
Fear'ſt not thou death? fy, there's a knaviſh itch 
In that ſalt bload, an utter foe to marURg. | 
Had ?afeir's Wife prov'd kind, he had ſtill been true, 
* Foh how that ſtinks? __ | 
Thoudy! thou kill my Friend ,.orthou, or thou, 
Or thou, with that Jean wither'd wretched Face ! 
Away ! diſperſe all co your ſeveral Charges, | 
And meet to morrow where your honour calls you, 
I'il bring that man, whofe blood you ſo much thirſt for, + 
And you ſhall ſee him venture for you fairly 


Hence, hence, I ſay. [Xx. Renault angrily, 
Spino, I fear we have been to blame ; 
And done too much, . 


Theo, Twas too much far urg'd againſt the man you lov'd, 
Rey Here,take our Swords and cruſh 'em with your ſeet, 
Spino. Forgive us, gallant Friend. | 
Pier, Nay , now. y'have found 

The way to melt and caſt me as you will: 

il ferch this Friend and give him to your mercy : 

Nay he ſhall dye if you will rake him from me, 

For your repoſe Ill quit my hearts Jewel ; 

But would nor have him torn away by Villains 

And ſpitefull villany. | Spino. No ; may-.you both 

For ever live and fill the world with fame ! ! 
Pier, Now you are to kind. Whence roſe all tais diſcord? 

Oh what a dangerous precipice have we ſcap'd! 

How near a fail was alLwe had Tong been building ! 

Wizat an eternal blot had ſtain'd- our glories, 

If one the braveſt and the beſt of men 

Had fallen a Sacrifice to raſh ſuſpicion ! 

Butcher'd by thoſe whoſe Cauſe he came to Cheriſh : 

Oh could you know himall as I have known him, 


. 
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8 1 d he is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 
0 wou'd not. leave this place till you had ſeen him ; 
- Wanbled your ſelves before him, kiſs'd his feet, | 
gd gain'd remiſſion for the worſt of follies; 
Come but to murrow all your doubts ſhall end, 
And to your Loves me better recommend, 6 
That I've preſers/ d your Fame, and, ſav d my Friend < 
[Exennt omnes, 
The end of the third Att, 
ACT -1* 
Enter Jaffcir and Belyidera, 
of. Wy re doſt thou lead me? Every ſtep I move; 
MethinksI tread upon ſome martgled Limb 
f a rack'd Friend : Oh my dear charming ruine ! 
ſhere are we wandring ? Belv. To ercrnal Honour ; 
To do a deed ſhall Chronicle thy name, 
nong the glorious Legends of thoſe few 
That have ſav'd ſinking Nations: thy Renown 
Shall be the future Song of all the Virgins, 
ſho by thy piety have been preſerv'd 
Whom horrid violation : Every Street 
Shall be adorn'd with Statues to thy honour, 
ind at thy feet this great Inſcription written, 
Remember him that prop'd the fall of Venice. 
I Rather, Remember him, who after all” 
e ſacred Bonds of Oaths and holier Friendſhip 
1 fond compaſſion to a Womans tears": | 
orgot his Manhood, Vertue, Truth and Honour, 
To ſacrifice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me? Belv. Oh inconſtant Man ! 
How will you promiſe? how will you Ceceive? 
Do, return back, re-place me in my Bondage, | VI 
Tell all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou lov'ſt me ; 
And let thy Dagger do its bloody office. 
Oh that kind Dagger, 7affeir, how *twill look 
Suck through my heart, drench'd in my blood to th' hilts ! 
Whilſt theſe poor dying eyes ſhall with their tears 
0 more torment thee, then thou walt be free: 
JOr if thou think'ſt it nobler; Let me live 
Till l am a Victim to the hateful luſt 
Bf that Infernal Devil, that old Fiend 
*Fibat's Damn'd himſelf and wau'd undo Mankind : 
"Faſt night, my Love! 7 eff. Name, name it not again... 
Ft ſhews a beaſtly Image to my. tancy 
I Vill wake me into madneſs. Oh: the Villain 1- 
Jt durſ approach ſuch pucity as thine. 
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Ecernal Honour or perpetual Infamy, 
Let's remember , through what dreadful hazards 
Propitious Fortune hitherto. has led us, 
How often on the brink of ſome diſcovery 
Have we ſtood tottering , and yer4till kept our ground 
So well, the bufieſt ſearchers ne'er could follow 
Thoſe ſubtle TrackTwhich puzzled. all-ſuſpicion : 
You droop Sir. ?aff. No: with a moſt profound attention 
I've hard it all, and wonder at-thy-vertue. , : 
Ren. Tho there be yet few hours 'twixt them and Ruin, 
Are not the Senate lull'd in full ſecurity, 
Quiet and ſatisfy'd, as Fools arealways! 
Never did ſo profound repoſe forerun 
Calamity ſo great: Nay our,goed Fortune 
Has blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind : 
Strengthen'd the fearfull'ſt, charm'd the moſt ſuſpeQful,. 
Confoundedthe moſt ſubtle : for we live, 
Welive my Friends, and quickly ſhall our Life | 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants : Let's conſider 
That we deſtroy Oppreſſion, Avarice, 
A People nurſt up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhors,. 
And ſuch as without ſhame ſhe cannor ſuffer, 
aff. Oh Belvidera , take me to thy Arms 
And fhew me where's my Peace, forT'ye loſt it C Ex. Jaff. 
Ken. Without the leaſt remorſe thenlet's reſolve 
With Fire and Sword texterminate theſe Tyrants, 
And when we ſhall behold thoſe icurſt Tribunals, 
Stain'd by the Tears and ſufferings of the Innoceat, 
Burning with flames rather from Heavy'nthanours,. 
The raging furious and unpitying Souldier 
Pulling his reeking Dagger from the boſoms 
Of gaſping Wretches ; Death in every Quarter, 
With all thar ſad diſorder can produce, 
To make a SpeCtacle of horror : Then, 
Then ler's call to mind, my deareſt Friends, 
That there's nothing pure upon the Earth, 
Fhat the moſt valu'd things have moſt allays, 
Andthat in change of all thoſe vile Enormiries , 
Unter whoſe weight this wretched Country labours, 
The Means are only in our hands toCrown them. 
Pierr. And may thoſe Powers above that are propitious 
Togallant minds record this Cauſe, and.-bleſs it. 
Ken. Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh for, 
Should there my Friends-be found amongſt us one 
Falle to this glorious Enterprize, what Fate, 
What Vengeance were enough forſuch a Villain 
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Eliot. Death here withour repentance, Hell hereafter. 
Ren, Let thgt be my lot, if as here I ſtand 

Liſted by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, 

Tho I had one only Brother, dear by all 

The ſtricteſt ties of Nature z tho one hour 

Had given us birth, one Forrune fed our wants, 

One only love , and that but of each other, 

Still fill'd our minds : Could I have ſuch a Friend 

Toyn'd in this Cauſe, and had bur ground to fear 

Meant foul play z may this right hand drop from me, 

If I'd not hazard all my future peace, | 

And ſtab him to the heart before you: who 

Would not do leſs? Would'ſt not thou Pierre the ſame? 
Pierr. You have fingled me,Sir,out for this hard queſtion, 

As if 'twere ſtarted only for my fake ! 

Am I the thing _ fear ? ricre, her yny bpſben, 

Search it with all your Swords! amTa Traytor? 
Ren. No: butl fear your late commended Friend 

Is little leſs : Come Sirs, *tis now no time 

To trifle with our ſafety. Where's this Zaffeir ? 
Spine, He left the room juſt now in ſtrange diſorder. 
Ken, Nay, thereis danger in him: I obſery'd him, 

During the time I took for Explanation, 

He was tranſported from moſt deep attention 


To a confuſion which he could not ſmother. 


His looks grew full of ſadneſs and ſurprize,. 

All which betray'd a wavering Spirit in him, 

That labour'd with relu&tancy and ſorrow; 

What's requifite for ſafery muſt be done 

With ſpeedy Execution : he remains 

Yet in our power : I for my own part wear 

A Dagger. Pierr.. Well. 

Ren, And Icould with it! Pierr. Where? 
Ren, Bury'd in his heart, »* Piery, Away ware yetall friends ; 

No more of this , *twill Breed, ill blood amongſt us. 

Spin. Eet us all draw our Swords, and ſearch the houſe, 

Pull him from the dark hole where he ſits brooding 

O'er his cold fears, and each man kill his ſhare of him. 

Pierr, Who talks of killing 2 who's he'll ſhed the blood 

That's dear rome! is t you? or you? or you Sir? 

What not one ſpzak? how you ſtand gaping all 

On your grave Oracle , Yyour wooden God there ; 

Yer not a word : Then SirTIll tell you-a ſfecrer; 

Suſpicion's but at beft a Cowards Virtue! [ To Ren, 
Ren. A Coward [ Handles bis Sword, 
Pier, Put, put up the Sword, old Man, 

Thy hand ſhakes at it ; come ler's heal this breach, 

lam too hat : we yet may liye Friends: Spins: 
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Then hazard the Succeſs our hopes are ripe for, 
Fd bearit all with mortifying Vertue. 
| Pierr. He's yonder coming this way through the Hall 
His thoughts ſeem full, ef. Prithee retire, and leave me 
With him alone: I'll put him to ſome tryal, 
- See how his rotten part will bear the touching, 
_ Pierr. Be careful then, C Ex Pierre, 
ef Nay never doubt, but truſt me, 
What, be a Devil! rake a Damning Oath 
For ſhedding native blood ! can there be a fin 
In merciful repentance? Oh this Villain, 
Enter Renault. 
| Renault. Ferverſe! and peeviſh ! what aflave is Man ! 
To let his itching fleſh thus get the better of him |! : pea 
Diſpatch the Tool her Husband that we'er well, 
Who's there ? 7aff. & Man, 
Ken, My Friend , my near Ally! 
The hoſtage of your faith , my beauteous Charge, is very well, 
af. Sir , are you ſure of that? 
Stands ſhe in perfect health? beats her pulſe even ? 
Neither too hot nor cold? Ren. What means that queſtion? 
aff. Oh Women, have fantaſtick Conſtitutions, ; 
Inconſtant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, 
And ne'er fixt; was it not boldly done 
Even at firſt ſight to truſt the Fhing I lov'd 
( A tempting Treaſure too! ) with Youth fo fierce: 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honeft.. 
Ken. Who dares accuſe me ? + 7af. Curſtbe him that doubts 
Thy virtue, I have try'd it, and declare, * 
Where I to chooſe a Guardian of my Honour 
I'd puvir into thy keeping : for I know thee. Ren, Know me! 
7aff. Ay know thee: There's no falſhbod in thee, 
Thou look'ſt juſt as thouart : Let us embrace. 
Now woule'ſt thou:cut my Throat or I'cut thine ? 
Ken. Youdare not do't, © *''' aff. You lye Sir. 
Ren. How | " No more, 
"Tis a baſe World, and muſt refdrm, thar's all. 
Enter Spinoſa, Theodote, Eliot, Revellido, Durand, 
Brainveil, and the reſt of the Conſpirators. 
Ren, Spinoſa, Theodore | Spin. The ſame: 
Ren, Youare welcome! Spin. Yo ing, Sir, 
Ren. Tis a cold: Night indeed, 1 Ke fed, A erec 
Full of decay and natural infirmities ; 
We ſhall be warm, my Friend, I hope to morron, 
Pierr. Twas not well done, thou ſhou'd'ſt have ftroakt him. 


And not have gall'd him. . Damn him, let hi 'Þ> 
Heay'n |: where am I ?- beſet wh nn Ficods, RO 


[ Pierre re-enter. 
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That wait to Damn me: What a Devil's man, 


When he forgets his nature huſh my hearr, 
Ren. My Friends, 'tislate: are we aſſembled all ? 


Where's Theodvre ? Theo, At hand, 
Ren, Spinoſa, | Spine. Here, 
Ren, Brainvcil, | Brain, | am ready. 
Ren. Durand and Brabe, Dar. Command ns 
Weare both prepar'd ! Ren. Meztana, Reveiilido, 


Ternon Retroſs ; Qh you are Men I find 

Fit to behold your Fare, and meet her Summons, 
To morrow's riſing Sun muſt ſee you all 

Deckt in your honours! are the Soukdiers ready ? 

Omn. All, all. 

Ren. You, Dsrand , with your thouſand muſt poſſeſs 
St,. Marks ; You, Captain, know your charge already ; 
"Tis to ſecure the Ducal Palace : you 
Brabe with a hundred more muſt gain the Secque. 

With the like number Brainveil to the Procuralle, 
Be all this done with the leaſt tumult poſſible, 

Till in each place you poſt ſufficient guards : 

Then ſheath your Swords in every breaſt you meet. 

7aff. Oh reverend Cruelty :: Damn'd bloody Villain ! 

Ren. During this Execution, Darand, you 
Muſt in the mid'ft keep your Battalia faſt, 

And Theodore be fure to plant rhe Canon 

That may Command the ſtreets ; whilſt Rewzllide , 
Mezzana,; Ternon and Retro, Guard you. 

( This done ! Y . we'll give the General Alarm, 
Apply Perards , and force the Ars'nal Gates ; 
Then fire the City round in ſeveral places, 

Or with our Canon ( if it dare reſiſt ) 
Batter'ttoRuin. Butaboveall I charge you 
Shed blood enough , ' ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 
Name nor Condition ; if there live a Senator 
After to morrow , tho the dafleſt Rogue 

That &er ſaid nothing , we have loſt our ends; 
If poſſible, ler's kill the very Name 

Of Senator, and bury' it in blood. 

7aff. Mercileſs, horrid ſlave! —— Ay, blood enough ! 
Shed blood enough , old Renazld: how thou charm'ſ me! 

Ken. But onething more, and then farewell till Fate 
Toin us again , or ſeparate us ever : 

Firſt, ler's embrace , Heav'n knows who next ſhall thus 
Wing ye together: But let's all remember 
We wear no common Cauſe. upon our Swords, 
Let each Man think thar on his ſingle Virtue 
Depends the Good and Fame A all the reſt; 
| 2 
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.On terms ſo vile: Deſtruftion , ſwift deſtrution 
Fall on my Coward-head , and make-my Name 
The common ſcorn of Fools if I forgive him; 
Ifi forgive him, if I not revenge 
With urmoſt rage , and moſt unitaying fury, 
Fhy ſuffering thou dear darling of my life, Love. 
Bel. Delay no longer then , but to the Senate ; 
And tell the «diſmal 'it ſtory &er utrer'd, 
Tell 'em what 'bloudſhed , rapines, deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd,, how near's the fatal hour ! 
Save thy poor Country, ſave the Reverend bloud 
Of all its Nobles, which to morrows Dawn 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed : Saye the poor tender lives 
Of allthoſe little Infants which the Swords 
Of murtherers are whetring for this moment; 
Think thou already heard'ſt their dying ſcreams, 
Think that thou ſeeſt their ſad diſtrafted Mothers 
Kneeling before thy feet , and begging pity 
With torn diſhevel'd hair and ſtreaming eyes, 
Their naked mangled breaſts beſmear'd with Elood, 
And even the Milk with which their fondled Babes, 
Softly they huſh'd, dropping in anguiſh from *em. 
Think thou ſeeſt this, and then conſult thy heart. 
Zaff. Oh! Bel. Think too, If thou loſe this preſent minute 
Whart miſeries the next day bring upon thee, 
Imagine all the horrours of that night 
Murther and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Ccnfuſedly ranging, Think what then may prove 
My Lot! the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 
And midft the terrour of the publick ruine 
Do a damn'd deed; perhaps to ay a Train 
May catch thy life ; then where will, be revenge, 
The dear revenge that's due to ſuch a wrong ? 
7aff. By all Heavens powers Prophetick truth dwells in thee, 
For every word thou ſpeak'it ſtrikes through my heart 
Like anew1ight, and ſhows it how 't has wander'd ; 
Juſt what th' haſt made me, take me; Belvidere, 
And lead me to the place where I'm to ſay 
This bitter Leſſon , where 1 muſt betray 
My truth , my vertue , conſtancy and friends : 
Mutt I betray my friend ! Ah take me quickly, 
Secure me well before that thought's renew'd; 
If I relapſe 6nce more, all's loſt for ever. 
Bel. Haſt thou a friznd more dear than Belvidera? 
af. No, th' artmy Soul it ſelf, wealth, friendſhip,hogour; 
All preſent joys, and earneſt of all future, 
Are ſumm'd in thee: methinks when in thy arms 
Thus leaning on thy breaſt, oneminute's more 
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Than a long thouſand years of vulgar hours. 
Why was ſuch happineſs not givenme pure? | 
Why daſh'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter wantings ? 
Come , lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
To Sacrifice, thus in his fatal Garlands, 
Deck'd fine and pleasd , The wantons skips and plays, 
Trots by the enticing” flattering Prieſteſs fide, © 
And much tranſported with bs little pride, 
Forgets his dear wag oc of the plain 
Tilt by Her, bound, Hee's on the Altar layn C 
Yet then too h:rdly ec," 7 gu? in the pain. 
Enter Officer and 6 Guards. 

Offic. Stand who goes there? Bel. Friends. 
7aff. Friends, Belvide#a\ hide, me from my Friends, 
By Heaven I'd rather ſee the face of Hell, 

Than meet the man I love. 
Offc. But what friends are you ? 
Bel. Friends to the Senate and the State of Yenice. 
Offic. My orders are to ſeize on all 1 find 
At this late hour, and bring 'em to the Council, 
Who now are ſitring.' * - ff. Sir, you ſhall be obey'd, 
Hold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your paws uponme. 
Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt, © Exexnt guarded. 


SCE NE. The Senate-houſe, 


Where appear ſitting , the Duke of Venice, Priuli , Antonio, 4nd 
Eight other Senators. . 
(Duke. Antony, Prints, Senators of Venice, 
Speak ; why are we aſſembled here this night ? 
What have you to inform-uts of, 'concerns 
The State of Yenice, honour, or its ſafety ? 
Priu. Could words expreſs the ſtory I have to tell you, 
Fathers, theſe tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad rears 
That fall from my old eyes ;/ but rhere is cauſe 
We all ſhould weep; tear cf thefe purple Rohes, 
And wrap our ſelves in Sack-cloth, fitring down 
On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud'to Heaven, 
Heaven knows if-yet there be an hour to come 
E'er Venice be no more, 
All Senators, How | Pris, Nay we ſtand 
Upon the Very brink of gaping ruine, | 
Within this City's formy'd a dark Conſpiracy, | 
To maſſacre us'all, our Wives ahd Children, * 
Kindred and Friends, our Palaces'and Temples wy 
Tolay in Aſhes : nay the hour too; fixtz _ 
The Swords, for ought I know ; drawn even this moment, 
And the wild Waſte begun; _ unknown hands 
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Ss . nice- Preſe 'd, or 
1 had this warning : bur jf we are men 
Ler's not be tamely butcher'd', but do ſymething 
That may inform the world in after Ages, 

Our Virtue was not ruin'd though we were. [ 4 noiſe without: 
Room, room , make room for ſome Priſaqners —— , 
2, Senat, Let's raiſe the City. 
| Enter Officer and Guard, 
Fri, Speak there , what diſturbance ? 
Ofic. Two Priſoners haverthe Guard ſeiz'd inthe Streets, 
Who ſay they cometo inform his Reverend Senate 
About the preſent danger. « | 
Enter Jaffeir 4nd Belyidera gyarded, 
All. Give *em entrance Well,who are you ? 
aff. A Villain, Ano. Share and pithy, 
The man ſpeaks well. 74f- Would exery man that kears me 
Would deal ſo honeſtly , and own his title, 

Dake. *Tis rumour'd that a Plot has been contriy'd 

Againſt this State; that you have a ſhare in't too, 

If you are a Villain, to redeem your honour, 

Unfold the truth and be reftor d with, Mercy. | 

aff. Think not that I toſave my life Come hither, 

I know its value better ; bur ip pity 

To all thoſe wretches. whoſe unhappy doams 

Are fix'd and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you, 

The ſworn and Govenanted foe of Fenice, 

Burt uſe me as my dealings may deferye 

And I may prove a friend, ry The Slave Capitulates, 

Give him the Tortures, _Faff. That you dare not do, 

Your fears won't let you, nor the longing Itch 

To hear a ſtory which you dread thetruth of. 

Truth with the fear of ſmart ſhall ne'er get from m 

Cowards arc ſcar'd with threatnings. ' Boys arSwhipt 

Into confeſſions : but a Steady -mind 

AQts ofits (:1f, n&er asks the body Counfell, 

Give him the Tortures. Name but ſuch a thing 

Again ; by Heaven I I] ſhut theſe bps forever, 

Not a!l your Racks, your Engines or your Wheels 

Shall force a groan aw; that ygu may gueſs at, 
Anto. A bloudy mindeq fellow I'll warrant; 

A danm'd bloudy minded fellow, 

Dake. Name your Conditions, 7aff. For my ſelf full pardon, 
B<fides the lives of twoand twenty friends [ Delivers aliſt, 
Whoſe names are here, inrolld : Nay, let their Crimes 
Be n&er ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths 
And ſacred promiſe of this Reverend Council , © 
That 1n a full Aſſembly. of the Senate 
The thing l1 ask be ratifiid, Swear. this, 

And I'll unfold the ſecrets of your danger. 
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- All, We'll ſwear. Duke. Propoſe the Oath; 
aff. By all the w_ h AC 
Yezhave of Peace and Happineſs hereafter, 
Swear. All, We all ſwear, 
7aff. To grant me what I've asK'd, _ ; — 
Ye ſwear, All, We ſwear, 


?aff. And as ye keep the Oath, - 
May you and your poſterity be bleſt 


Or curſt for ever, All; Elfe be curſt for ever. 
, ——- Then here's the liſt, and with't the Delivers ans- 
full diſcloſe of all that threatens you. ther paper. 


Now Fate thou haſt caught me. | 

Anto. Why what a dreadfull Catalogue of Cut-throats is here! 
I'l warrant yon not one of theſe fellows but has a face like a Lion, 
I dare not fo much as read their names over, 

Dake. Give orders that all diligent ſearch be made 
To ſeize theſe men, their charaCters are publick, 

The paper intimates their Rendevouz 
To be at the houſe of a fam'd Grecian Curtezan 
Calld Agquilins ; ſee that place ſecur'd. 

Anto, What my Nicky Nacky, Hurry Durry , Nicky Nacky 
in the Plot 111 make a Speech. Moft noble Senators, 
What headlung apprehenſion drives you on, | 
Right noble, wiſe and truly ſolid Senators, 

To Violate the Laws and' right of Natigns ? 

The Lady is a Lady of renown, P 

Tis true, ſhe holds a houſe of fair Reception, 

And though I fay't my ſelf, as many more 

Can ſay as wellasl, 2 Senat. My Lord, long Speeches 

Are frivolous here, when dangers are fo near us; 

Weall well know your Intereſt in that Lady,” | 

The world talks loud on't. Atito. Verily I have dore, 
I ſay no more. Duke. But ſince he has declar'd 
Himſelf concern'd, Pray, Captain, take great Caution 

To treat the fair one, as becomes her Charatter, 

Andlet her Bed-chamber be ſearch'd with decency. 

You, 7affeir, muſt with patience bear till morning, to be our 
Priſoner, Lf Would the Chains of death 
Had bound me faſt e'er I had known this minute, 

I've done a deed will make my Story hereafter 

Quoted in competition with all ill ones: 

The Hiftory of my wickedneſs ſhall run 

Down through the low traditions of the vulgar, 

And Boys be thought to tell the tale of Zafferr. 

Duke. Captain withdraw your Priſoner. 

?aff. Sir , if poſſible, 

Lead me where my own _—— themſelves may loſe me, 
x 2 
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| Veni&e. Preſerv/d, or 
Where I may doze out what 7 lefr,of life, 
Forget my ſelf and —_—_— ilt and falſhood, 
Cruel remembrance how ſhall appeaſe thee ! [ Ex. guarded, 
Noiſe without, - 

More Traitors; room , room , ingke room there. 

Dxke. How's this, Guards? \_ 
Where are our Guards ? ſhut up the Gates , the Treaſon's already 
at our Doors, 

Enter Officer, 

Offic. My Lords , more Traitors : 
Seiz'd in the very a& of Conſultation 
Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of miſchief, 
Bring in the priſoners. 

Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Elliot, Revellido 
| and other Conſpirators, in fetters, guarded, 

Pierr, You, my Lords and Fathers, 
(As you are pleas'd to call your ſelves) of Yenice ; 
If you fir here to guide the courſe of Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgracefull chains ppon the limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in” your ſervice? 
Are theſe the wreaths of triumphs ye beſtow 
On thoſe that bring you Conqueſts home and Honours ? 

Dake. Goon, you ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Anto. And be hang'd too, I hope, 


Fiery, Are theſe the Trophies I've deſery'd for fighting 
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Your Battels with confederated Powers, 
When winds and Seas confpir'd to overthrow you ? 
And brought the Fleets of Sparn to your own Harbours, 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling in your Palace, 
And faw your Wife, th Adriatick , plough'd : 
Like a lew'd Whore by bolder Prows than yours 
Stept not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetians, 
The task of honour and the way to greatneſs, 
Rais'd you from your capitulating fears 
To ſtipulate the terms of ſu'd for peace, 
And this my recompence ? If I am a Traitor C 
Produce mv charge ; or ſhew the wretch that's baſe enough 
And brave enough. to tell me I am a Traitor, ne 

Dake. Know you one faffery ? [ AU the Conſpirators murmur. 

Prerr, Yes, and know his Vertue, _ 
His Juſtice, Truth, his general Worth and Sufferings 
From a hard father taught me firſt to love him, 

Enter Jaffeir guard: 4d, 
- Dake, See him brought forth. 

Pierr. My friend too bound? nay then 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall, 
Why droops the man whoſe welfate's ſo much mine - 
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They're 


They're bit one thing ? theſe Reverend Tyrant, fer, 
' Call us all Traitors,, art thou one, my Brother ? 
 7aff. Tothee I am thefalſeſt, veryeſt flave 
That c'er betray'd a generous truſting friend, 
And gave up honour to be ſure of ruine. 
All our fair hopes which morning was to have crown'd 
Has this curſt tongue o'erthrown, 
Pierr. So, then all's over : 
Venice has loſt her freedom ; I my life 
No more, farewell, | 
Duke. Say; will you make confeſſion 
Of your vile deeds and truſt the Senates. mercy ? 
Pierr, Curſt be your Senate: Curſt your Conſtitution : 
The Curſe of growing faQtions and diviſion | 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your.publick ſafety, 
And make the Robes of Government, you wear, 
Hatefull to you, as theſe baſe Chains ro "me, * 
Duke. Pardon or Death. Pierr, Death, honourable death, 
Renault. Death's the beſt thing we ask or you can givc. 
All Conſpir., No ſhamefull bonds ,* but honourable. death, 
Duke. Break up the, Cquncil ; Captain, guard your priſoners. 
{aſeir, y are free, but theſe. mult wait for judgment. 
C Ex. all the Senators, 
Pierr, Come, where's-my Dungeon? lead me to my ſtraw ; 
It will not be the firſt time I've lodg'd hard 
To do your Senate ſervice. | 7aff. Hold one moment, 
Pierr, Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate ? 
Preſumptuous Rebel ON -— [ Strikes Taff, 
af. By Heaven you ſtir not. 
I muſt be heard, I muſt have leave to ſpeak : 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by. a vile blow : 
Had not a dagger done thee nobler juſtice ? 
Bur uſe me as thou wile, thou canſt not wrong me, 
For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt iuries 
Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
With pity and with charity behold me ; 
Shut not thy heart againſt a friend's repentance, 
But as there dwells a God-like nature in thee . 
Liſten with mildneſs ro my ſupplications. 
Picrr. What whining Monk art thou? what holy cheat 
That wou'dſt encroach upon my credulous ears 
And cant ſt thus vilely ? hence, I know, thee not, 
Diſſemble and be naſty : leave me, Hippocrite. 
7aff. Not know me, Pierre? 
Pierr, No, know thee not : what art thou ? 
Zaff. 7 affeir, thy friend, thy once lov'd,.valu'd friend, 
Though now defervedly (corn'd, and ys d moſt hardly, 
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” * "Venice Preſere/d, or 
Pierr, Thou Jaffeir ! Thou my once lov'd, yalu'd friend? 
By Heavens thou ly'ſt; theman, fo call'd, my friend, 
Was generous, honeſt, faithful, juſt and valiant, 
Noble in mind, ard in his perſon loyely, 
Dear to my eyes and tender to my heart: 
But thou a wretched, baſe, falfe, worthlef&Coward, 
Poor even in Soul , and loathſome in thy aſpect; 
All eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all hearts deteſt thee. 
Prithee ayoid, nor longer cling-thus round me, 
Like ſomething banefull, that my nature's chill'd at. 
| ' Thave not wrong'd thee, by theſe tears I have not. 
But ſtill am honeſt, true, and hope too, yaliant ; 
My mind ftill full of thee : therefore ſtill noble, 
Let not thy eyes then ſhun me, nor thy heart 
Dereft me utterly ; Oh look upon me 
Look back and ſee my ſad fincere ſubmiſſion ! 
How my heart ſwells, as even *twould burſt my boſom; 
Fond of its Gaol, and labouring to be at thee ! 
What ſhallI do 2 what ſay to make thee hear me ? 
Pierr, Haſt thou not wrong'd me ? dar*ſt thou call thy ſelf. 
ti, that once lov'd, yalued friend of 'mine, 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong'd me? whence theſe chains? 
Whence the vile death, which'I may meet this moment ? 
Whence this diſhonour, but from thee, thou falſe one ? 
aff. —— All's true, yet grant one thing, and I've done asking, 
Pierr. What's that ? af. To take thy life on ſuch conditions 
The Council have propos'd: Thou and thy friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 
Pierr, Life! ask my life! confeſs! record my ſelf 
A villain for the privilege to breath, 
And carry up and down this curſed City 
A diſcontented and repining ſpirit, 4 
Burthenſome to it ſelf a few years longer, 
To loſe, it may be, at laſt in-a lewd quarrel 
For ſome new friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art ! 
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot parton better terms than now, 
When onely men like thee are fit to live in'r. 
fff. By all that's juſt ——— Pierr, Swear by ſome other powers, 
For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath tao lately. 
7aff. Then by that hell I merit , I'llnot leave thee, 
Till to thy ſelf ar leaft , thou'rt reconcil'd, 
However thy reſentments deal with me. 
' Pierr. Not leave me! 
[f- No, thou ſhalt not force me from thee, 
Uſe me reproachfully , and like a ſlave, 297 
Tread on me, butfer me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
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' On my poor head ; Ill bear it all with\parience 
Shall weary outthy maſt unfriendly cruelty, 
Lieat thy feet and kiſs 'em though they ſpurn me, 
Till, wounded by my ſufferings , thourelent, 

And raiſe me to thy arms with dear forgiveneſs. 


Piery, Art thou not [of What? 
Pierr. A Traitor ? 7aff. Yes. 
Pierr, A Villain? 7ff. Granted, 


Pierr.. A Coward , a moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiritleſs, void of honour, one who has ſold 
Thy everlaſting Fame, for ſhameleſs life ? 

7aff. All, all, and more, much more: my faults are Numberleſs, 

Pierr, And wouldſt thou have me live on terms like thine ? 
Baſe as thou art falſe——— eff. No, 'ris to me that's grantad, 
The ſafety of thy life was all I aim'd at, 
In recompence for faith, and truft ſo- broken, 

Pierr, 1 ſcorn it more becauſe preſery'd by thee, 
And as when firſt my foolifh heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, ſought thee in thy miſcries, 
Reliev'd thy wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 
Of wretchedneſs in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 
Torank thee in my liſt ofnoble friends; 
All I receiv'd in ſurety for thy - truth, 
Were unregarded oaths; and this this dagger, 
Given with a worthleſs pledge, thou ſince haſt ſtoln, 
$0 I reſtore jt back to thee again, 
Swearing by all thoſe powers which thou haſt violated, 
Never from this curs'd hour to)\hold communion, 
Friendſhip or intereſt with thee, though our years 
Were to exceed thoſe limited the world. þ 
Take it farewell —— for now I owe thee nothing. 

7aff. Say thou wilt live then, Pierr, For my life, diſpoſe.it 

Juſt as thou wile, becauſe tis what Tem tir'd with. 
' Zaff. Oh, Pierre! Pierre, No more, 
aff. My eyes won't loſe the ſight of thee, 
Bur languiſh after thine, and ake with gazing. 

Pierr. Leave me —— Nay, then thus, thus, I throw thee from me 
And curſes, great as is thy falſhood, catch thee, 7aff. Amen, 
He's gone, my father, friend, preſervyer, 

And here's the portion he has left me, [ Holds the dagger up, 
This dag zer, well remembred, with this dagger 

I gave a ſolemn vow'of dire importance, 

Parted with this and Belwvidera togerher ; 

Have a care, Mem'ry+-drive that thought no farther z. ; 

No, I'll eſteem it as a friend's laſt legacy, _ 
Treaſure it up in this wretched boſom, 

. " Where it may grow acquainted with my heart, 
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That when they meet, they ſtart not from-cach other j 
So ; now for thinking : Ablow, call'd Traitor, Vilain, 
Coward, d:ſhonourable:coward, fogh! 
Oh for a long ſound ſleep, and ſo forger it! 
Down, buſie Devil. | 
Enter Belvidera, 
Bel. Whither ſhall I fly ? 
Where hide me and my miſeries together ? 
Where's now the Roman Conftancy: I boaſted ? 
Sunk into trembling, fears and deſperation ! 
Not daring now to look up to that dear face 
W hich us'd ro ſmile evenon my favits, but down 
Bending theſe miſerable eyes to earth, | 
Muſt move, in penance, and implore much Mercy. 
?aff. Mercy, kind Heaven has ſurely endleſs ſtores 
Hoarded for thee of ble ſlings yet untaſted ; 
Let wretches loaded hard with guilt as lam, 
Bow the weight and groan beneath the burthen, 
Creep witha remnant of that ſtrength th have left, 
Befor e the footſtoolof that Heaventh+have injur'd. 
Oh Belvidera! I'm the wretchedſt creature 
E'er crawl'd on earth; now if thou, haſt Vertue help me, 
Take me intothy Arms, and ſpeak the words of. peace 
To my divided Soul, that wars within me, 
And raiſes every Senſe to my confuſiony 
By Heav'n Iam tottering on the very. brink 
Of Peace; and thouarcall the hold P've left. 
Bel. Alas! I know thy. ſorrows are moſt mighty ; 
I know th haſt cauſe to mourn; to mourn, my faffeir, 
With endleſs cries, and never ceaſing wailings, 
Th haſt loſt——— 7aff. OhI have loſt wharcan't be ceunted ; 
My friend too, Belvidera, that deer friend, 
Who,next to thee, vas all my heatth rejoyc'd in, 
Hs us'd me like a flave; ſhamefully us'd me ; 
'Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the ſfory, 
What ſhall I do reſentment, indignation, 
Love, pity, fear and mem'ry, how I've wrong'd him, 
Dittract my quier with the very thought on'r, 
And rear my heart to pieces in my boſome, 
Bel, What has he done ? | 
7aff. Thou'dſt hate me, ſhould 1 tell thee.” el. Why ? 
7aff. Oh he has ugd me! yet by Heaven [I bear it? 
He bas us'd me, Belvidera, but firſt ſwear 
That when Ive told thee, thou'!t not Toath me utterly, 
Though vileſt blors and ſtains appear upon me ; 
But ftillar leaſt with charitable gondneſs, . 
Be near me in the pangs of my afiliftion, TR 
Not ſcorn me, Belvidera, as he has done. Bel, Have 
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Bel, HayeTthen'eer been falſe that now Taim doubted? 
Speak, what's the cauſe Lam grown intodiſtruſt, 
Why thought unfic co hear my Love's complaining? _ 
Bel, Tell me. aff. Bcar my failings for they are many, 
Oh my dear Angel! in that friend I've lof 
All my Soul's peace ; fgr every thought of him 
Strikes my Senſe hard, and deads it inmy brains z 
Wouldſt thou bel:eve it? | 
Bel. Speak, ,, , 7aff. Before weparted, 
E'er vet t:is Guards had led him to his priſon, 
Full of ſ-vereſt ſorrows for his ſuff rings, 
With eyes o'erflowing and a bleeding heart, 
Hum! tivg my (elf almoſt beneath my nature ? 
As at his feet I kneel'd, and \u'd for mercy, 
Forgetting all our friendſhip, all the dearneſs, 
In which w' have liv'd ſo many years together, 
With a reproachful hand-he daſh'd a blow, 
He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heaven, he ſtruck me, 
Buffeted, calPÞd me Traitor, Villain, Coward ; 
Am 1 Coward? amla Villain? rell me: 
Th' art the beſt Judge, and mad'ſt me, if Iam fo; 
Damnation ; Coward! Zel. Oh! forgive him, Fafesr, 
And if his ſufferings wound thy heart already, 
What will they do to morrow ? 
aff. Hah ! Bel. To morrow, 
When thou ſhalt ſee him ſtretch'd in all the Agonies 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful death, 
His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs, 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain, 
What will thy heart do then? Oh fſure'rwill ſtream 
Like my eyes now. 
aff. What means thy dreadful ſtory ? 
Death, and to morrow ? broken limbs and bowels ? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 
By all my fears I ſhall ſtace out to madneſs, 
With barely gueſſing ifche truth's hid longer. 
Bel, The faithlefs Senators, 'tis they've decre'd it : 
They ſay according to our Tiends requeſt, 
They ſhall have death, and ror ignoble bondage : 
Declare their promis'd mercy aifas forfeited, 
Falſe ro their oaths, and deaf to interceſſion ; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick death to morrow; 


7aff. Death | doom'd to die! condemn'd unhear'd ! unpleaded ! 


Bel, Nay, cruell'ſt racks and torments are preparing, 
To force confeſſions from their dying pangs ; 
Oh do not look fo terribly upon me, 
How. your lips ſhake, and all your facediforder'd ! 
What tneans my Loye ? G 
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 Zaff. Leave me, 1 charge thee leave me-——ftrong temptations 
Wake in my heart. '* Bel. For what? * 
aff. No more, but leaveme. Bel. Why? 
aff. Oh! by HeavenT love thee with that fondneſs 
1 would not have thee ftay a momentlonger, 
Near theſe curſt hands: are they not cold upon thee ? 
Bel. No, everlaſting comforr's in thy Arms, S's the dag ger 


To lean thus on thy breaſt is ſoftepcaſe out of bu boſom and 
Than downy pillows deck'd with leaves of roſes. C puts it back agen. 
aff. Alas thou thinkeſt not of the thorns tis filkd with, | 
Fly cer they call thee: there's a lurking ſerpent 
Ready to teap and ſting thee to thy heart: 
Art thou not terrifi'd ? S: 
_ Bet, No. aff. Call to mind. 
' What thou. haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me. 

Bel. Hahl. | 

Feff. Where's my friend ? my friend, thou ſmiling miſchief ? 
Nay, ſhrink not, now 'tis too late, thou ſhouldſt have fled 
When thy Guilt firſt had cauſe, for dire revenge, 
Is up and raging for my friend. Hegroans, 
Hark how he groans, his ſcreams are in my ears 
Already ; ſee, th' have fixt him on the wheel, 
And now they tear him---Murther! perjur'd Senate! 
Murther-- Oh! --hark thee, Traitreſs, thou haſt done this 3 
Thanks to thy tears and falſe perſwading love, Fgmbling for hit 
How her eyes ſpeak! Oh thou bewitching creature 3 Dagger. | 
Madneſs cannot hurtthee: Come, thou little trembler, | 
Creep, even into my heart, and there lic ſafe; 
'Tis i 6am Cittadel hah yet ſtand off, 
Heaven muſt have Juſtice, and my broken vows 
Will fink meelſe beneath irs reaching mercy ; 
Fll wink and then'tis done . 

Beb; What means the Lord 
Of me, my life and ove, what's in thy boſom; 


Thou graſpſt at ſo? nay,why aml thus treated ? Draws the daggers 
AD. 


II. 


What wilt thou do? Ah, do not kill me, Jafferr, offers to 
Pity theſe panting breaſts, and trembling limbs, 
That us'd roclaſp thee when thy locks were milder, 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul, 
And plunge it not into eternal darkneſs, 
Jeff. No, Beluidera, when we parted laſt 
Igave this dagger with thee as in truſt- 
To be thy portion, If 'te'er prov'd falſe; 
— fuch condition was my truth believ'd : 
ut now 'tis forfeired-and muſt be paid for. [ Offers to tab her ar6in, 
Bel.' Oh, mercy! | i [ Fears Ss 
; Jaffe Nay, no ftrugling.. | | 
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Bel. Now then kill me. [ Leaps #p#n big neck and kiſſer him, 
While thus [ cling about thy crucl neck, 
Kiſs thy revengeful lips and die in_ joys 
Greater than any [ can gueſs hereafter. 

7,f. I am, 1 am a Coward'; witnef#'t, Heaven, 
Witneſs it, Earth, and every being Witneſs ; ' 
Tis but one blow yet: by,ifm 1 Love, 
[ cannot longer bear a thotight to harm thee, 5 He throws away the dex 
The Seal of providence is ſure upon rhee. {ir and entbraces her, 
And thou wert bora for yet unheard of wonders : 
O!: cx0u wert either born. to ſave or damn me ! 
By all the power that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
By thy reliftleſs tears and conquering ſmiles, 
By the victorious love that ſtill waits on thee 
Fly to thy cruel Father: ſavemy friend, 
Orall our future Quiet's loſt for ever: 
Fall at his feer, cling round his reverend knees ; 
Speak to him with\chy Eyes, and with thy tears, 
Mele thy hard hearr, wake dead nature in him, 
Cruſh him in th' Arms, and torture him with thy ſofcneſs : 

Nor, till thy Prayers are gramed, ſet him free, 

But conquer him, as thou haſt vanquiſh'd me. [ Ex. amb. 

| The end of the fourth AR. 


ACT 'Y,. 
Enter Priuli ſoles. 


Pris, ww HY, cruel Heaven, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthen'd tothis ſad one? Oh1 diſhonor 
And deathleſs infamy is fallen upon me, 
Was it my fault? Amlatraitor? No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter, wedded , K 
There my beſt bloud runs foul, and a diſeaſe a 
Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my memory, ' 
Tomake it rot and ſtink to after ages. 
Curſt be the faral minute whenl gother; 
Or wou'd that I d been any thing but man, 
And rais'd an iſſue which wou'd ner haye wrong'd me, 
The m:ſcrableſt Creatures (m1 1 excepted ) 
Are not the leſs eſteem'd, thor 3h their poſterity 
Degenerarte from th* vert es of their fithers; 
= vileſt Beaſts are happy in their off ſvrings, 
hile only man gets Tra'tours, Whores and Villaifts. 
Cucſt be the names, and ſome iwift blow from Fate 
Lay his head deep, where mine may be forgotren., 
- Enter Belvidera in a long mogrning Veil, 
Bel. He's there, my farticr, my inhumane father, 
Thar, for three years, has left an only child G 2 * Ex- 
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Venico Prefer d, «& 
ad to; all the qutrages of Fate, 
cruel ruin oh! —— 
Pris, What child of forrow 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrapt in weeds, of ſadneſs, 
.And mov'ſt as if thy ſteps were towards. a grave? 
* Bel. A wretch , who from the very . top of happineſs 
Am fallen into the loweſt depths of, miſery, 
And want your pitying hand to rajſe me up-again. 
Prix. Indeed thou talk'ſt as thou hadſt taſted ſorrows ;; 
Would —— ys as & | 
Bel; 'Tis greatly. in your, powers, _ . 
The world = , Peaks you charitable ». and I, 
Whonce'er ask'd alms before, in. that dear ho 
Am come a ing to you, Sir. Pris, For what ? 
Bel; Oh, well regard me, is this voice, a ſtrange one?. 
Conſider too, when beggars once pretend 
A caſe like mine, no little will content”em.. 
Priz. What wouldſt thou beg for? | 
Bel. Pity and forgiveneſs; _ , [Throws ap her Veil, 
By the kind tender names of child and father, 
Hear my complaints and take me to.your love. 
Pris. My daughter? Bel. Yes, your daughter, by.a. mothict 
Vertnous and noble, faithfyll to yur honour, 
Obedient to your. will, Kind to your withes, 
Dear to- your arms; by all the joys ſhe gaye you, 
When in her blooming years ſhe was yourtreaſure, 
Look kindly on me; in my fage. behold 
The lineaments of hers y'have kils'd. ſo often, 
Pleading the caufe of your poor caſt-off Child. 
Prix. Thou art my daughter. Bel, Yes —— And y'have of coldme 
With ſmiles of love and chaſte paternal killes, 
I'd much reſemblance of my mother, Pris, Oh! 
oo thof ei eo her matchleſs. vertues: 
I'd been too Pbleſs'd. Bel. Nay, donot call to memory 
My beninee, bur*let- pity enter 
Into your heart, and quite deface the impreflion; 
For could you think how mine's perplext, what ſadneſs: 
Fears and defþairs dittract the peace within me, 
Oh, you wou'd rake mein your.dear, dear Arms, 
Hover with ſtrong compatſion o'er your young.one, . 
To ſhelter me withſa proteQting wing, 
From the black gather*d ſtorm, that's juſt, juſt breaking, - 
Prin. Don'ttalk thus, Bel. Yes, I muſt, and you muſtjhear too. 
I:have a husband. Pris. Damn him. 
+ Bel. Oh, do not curſe him ! * 4 
He would not ſpeak ſo hard a ward towards you : 
Qn any terins, oh! cer he_deal with me, 
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* Prid, Hah! what means. my*<chi 'F 
Bel. Oh there's but this ſhore moment 
Twixt me and Fare, yet ſend me not with curſes 
Down to my grave, afford me one kind bleſſing 
Before we part : juſt take me in-your arms 
And recommend me with. a prayer to Heaven, 
That I may dye in peace, and when I'm dead mom 
Prix. How my Soul's catcht ? 
Bel. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear aſhes of my tender mother, 
She would have pitied me, had fate yet ſpared her. 
Pria.By Scaven,my aking heart forebodes much miſchief, 
Tell me thy ſtory , for I'm ſtill chy father, 
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Bel. No, I'm contented, Prix. Speak. 
B:l. No matter, Pris. Tell me. 

By you, bleſk Heaven, my heartruns o'er with fondneſs. 
Bel. Oh! Pres, Utter'c. 


B:l. Oh my husband , my dear husband 
Carries a dagger in his'once kind bojame. 
Topierce the heart of your poor Belvidere: 

Prix. Kill thee? Bel, Yes, kilkme, when he paſs'd his faith: 
And covenant, againſt your State arid Senate, 

He gave me upas hoſtage for ms truth, 

Wich me a dagger and a.dire commiſſion. 

When e'er he fail'd co plunge it through this boſome, . 
I learnt the danger, choſe the hour of love: 
Tattempt his heart, and-bring it back'to honour,, 
Great love prevail'd and blefs'd me-with ſacceſs, 

He came, confeſt, betray'd his\deareft: friends 

For promis'd mercy ; now they're doom'd to ſuffer, . 
Gall'd with remembrance of what then was{worn, 

If they are loſt, he vows rappeaſethe Gods 

With this poor life, and make my bloodtty attonement:;. 

Prin, Heavens ! | 

Bel. Think you ſaw what-paſs'd at our laſt parting; 
Think you. beheld him like a raging lion, 

Pacing the earth and tearing up his ſteps, 

Fare in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 

Of burning fury ; think yu ſaw his one hand : 
Fix'ton my throat, while the extended other- 
Graſp'd a keen threatning dagger, oh 'twas thus, 
We laſt embrac'd, when, trembling with revenge, . 
He dragg'd me to the ground, and at my boſome 
Preſented horrid death, cried out, my friends,;, 
Where are my friends? ſwore,wepr, rag d, threaten'd,loy'd, . 
For }ie yer lov'd, and that dear love preſery'd me, . 
Tothis laſt tryal of .a father's pity, . 
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zar not. death , but cannot bear a theught _ 
That that dear hand ſhould do th' unfriendly office z 
If I was ever then your care, now hear me z 
Fly to the Senate, ſayethepromis'd lives 
Of his dear friends , &cr mine be: made the ſacrifice. | (130 
Prix. Oh, my hearts comfort! Bel. Will you not, my father? 
Weep not but anſwer-me. Prin. By Reaven, I will, 
Not one of 'em but what ſhall be immortal, 
Canſt thou forgive me all my follies paſt, 
I'll henceforth be indeed a father ; never, 
Never more thus expoſe , bur cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life, 
Dear as theſe eyes that weep in fondneſs o er thee, 
Peace to thy heart. Farewel, 
Bel. Go, and remember, 
'Tis Belvidera's life her father pleads for. [Ex ſeveral. 
Enter Antonio, | 
Hum, hum, hah, |, | a 
Sejgnior Prisls, my Lord Prixl;, my Lord, myTLord, tny Lord: Now, 


we Lords love to call one anothierby our Ticles. My Lord, my Lord, 


my Lord Pox on him, 1am a Lord as well as he. Andfoler 
him fiddle il warrant him he's gone to the Senate- houſe, and 
T'll be there too, ſoon enough for ſomebody. Odd - - - here's a tickling 
ſpeech abour the Plot, I'll prove there's a Plot with a Vengeance—— 
would I had it witheut book ;-let me ſee —— 

Moſt Reverend Senatours, D 
Thar there is a Plot, ſurely by this time, no man that hath eyes or 
underſtanding in his head will preſume to doubt , 'tis as plain as the 
light in the Cowcumber —— no —— hold there Cowcumber 
does not come in yet —— 'tis as plain as the light in the Sun, or as the 
man in the Moon, even at noon day, It is indeed a Pumpkin-Plor, 
which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gathered, and now we have 
gathered it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, ſhall we throw it like a pickled 
Cowcumber out at the window ?. no : that it is not onely a 
bloody, horrid, .execrable, damnable and audacious Plot, but it is, as 
I may foſay, aſawcy Plot: and we all know, moſt Reverend Fathers, 
that what is ſawce for a Gooſe is ſawce for a Gander : Therefore, I ſay, 
as thoſe blood-thirſty Ganders of the conſpiracy would have deſtroyed 
us Geeſe of the Senate, let us make haſte todeſtroy them, ſo I humbly 
move for hanging - - - hah, hurry durry - - Ithink this will do, tho';[ 
was ſomething out, at firſt, abuur che Sun and the Cowcumber. 

Enter - Aquilina, 

Agxil. Good morrow , Senatour. 

Anto, Nacky, my dear Nacky , morrow , Nacky, odd I am yery 
brisk, very merry, very pert, very jovial- --- haaaaa---- kils 
me Nacky; how doſt thou do, my little Tory, rory Strumpec, kiſs me, 
I fay, huſly, kiſs me. 


Aqui, 


UM 
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Agquil, Kifs me, Nacky, hang you, Sir, Coxcomb, hang you, Sir. 
Anto. Hayty tayty, wit ſo indeed, with all my hearr, faith--- Hey 
then ap go we, faith--hey then wp go we, dum dum derum dump, [Sings 
Agqxit, Scignior, 
Anto., Ma 
Aquil. Do you intend to'die in your bed ? 
Anto. About threeſcore years hence, much may be done, my dear, 
Aquil. You'll be hang'd, Seignior. 
Ants. Hang'd, ſweet-heart, prithec be quiet, hang'd quoth-a, that's 
a merry conceit, with all my heart, why thou jok'ſt, Nacky, thou 
art given to joking, I'll ſwear z well, T proteſt, Nacky, nay, I muſt 
proteſt, and will proteſt that 1 love joking dearly, man. And1 love 
thee for Joking, and I'11 kiſs thee for joking, and towlſe thee for jo- 
King, and odd, I have a deviliſh mind to take thee aſide about thar 
buſineſs tur joking too, odd I have, and Hey then wp go we, dum dum 
derum dump. | [Sings. 
Aquil. See you this; Sir? [Draws 4 dagger. 
Anto, O Laud, a dagger !. Oh Laud! it is naturally my averſion, I. 
cannot endure the ſight on't, hide it, for Heavens ſake, 1 cannot look- 
that way till it be gone——hideir, hideir, oh, oh, hide ic ! 
Aquil. Yes, in your heart, I'llhideir, 
Ano. My heart ; what, hidea dagger in my heart's blood! 
Aquil, Yes, in thy heart, thy throat, thou pamper'd Devil, 
Thou aft help'd to fpoil my peace, and I'll have vengeance 
On thy curſt life, for all the bloody Senate, 
The perjur'd faithleſs Senate; Where's my Lord, 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero, 
Doem'd by thy accurſed tongue, amonglt the reſt, 
T'a ſham«ful wrack 7” By all tte rage that'sin me 
I'll be whole years in murthering thee, 
Ano. Why, Nacky, | 
Wherefore ſo paſſivnate.? what have I done? what's the matter my . 
dear Nacky ? am not I thy Love, thy Happineſs, thy Lord, thy Hera 
thy Senator, andevery thing im the World, Nacky ? 
Aqa4 Thou! think'ſt thou, thouart fit ro meer my joys z 
To bear the eager claſps of my embraces? 
Give me my Prerre, or 
Anto, Why, he's to be hang'd, litrle Nacky, 
Truſt up far Treaſon, and fo forth, Child, 
4quil. Thouly'ft, ſtop down thy throat that helliſh ſentence, 
Or *cis thy laſt ; ſwear that my Love ſhall live, 
Or thou art dead, I 
Anto, Ah h hh, 
Aquil, Swear to recal his doom, 
Swcar at my feet, and cremble at my fury. 
Ante, 1 do, now if ſhe would but kick a little: bit,” one kick now*+ 


Ah hhb, 
| Aquats 
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' Aquil, Swear, of ——— 
Anto, 1do, by theſe dear fragrant foots 
And lictle toes, (weet as, ce &e my Nacky Nacky Nacky, 
Aquil. How ! 
Ant, Nothing but untie thy ſhoe-ſtring a little faith and troth, 
That's all, that's all, as I hopetolive, Nacky, that's all, © * 
{ Aquil, Nay , then | 
Amt, Hold, hold, thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 
Shall be preferv'd and ſafe. | 
_Agquil. Or may this Poniard 
Ruſt in thy hearr. 
Anto, With all my ſoul, 
Aquil. Farewell --- - - CEx. Aquil. 


Anto. Adicu. Why what a bloody-minded inveterate, termagant; 
Strumpet have I been plagu'd with! oh hh yer more! nay then Idie, 


1die-- lam dead already. [ Stretches himſelf ont, 


Enter Jaftcir, 


?4af. Final deſtrution ſeize on all the world: 
Bend down, ye-Heavens, and ſhutting round this earth, 
Cruſh the Vile Globe into its firſt confuſion ; 

Scorchit , with.Elemencal flames, to one curſt Cindar, 
And all us little creepers in't, call'd men, 

Burn, burn to nothing : but let Fence burn 
Hotter-than all the reſt : Here kindle Hell 

Ne'er toextinguiſh, and let ſouls hereafter 

Groan here, in all thoſe pains which thine feels now. 


Enter Belyidera, 


[ Meeting him; 
[ Taurning from her, 


Bel. My Life 
aff. My Plague 
Bel. Nay then I fee my ruine, 
If I muſt die! 
7af. No, Death's this day too buſie, 
Thy Father's ill time'd Mercy came too late, 
I thank thee for thy labours tho' and him too, 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy friends 
Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black hour ; AD 
And yet [ live. 
Bel. Then be the next my doom. - 
I ſeethou haſt paſs'd my ſentence in thy heart, 
And I'll no longer weep or plead againſt ir, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient patience 
Meet thy dear hands, and kiſs *em when they wound me; 
Indeed lam willing , but I beg thee doit 


5s © 


With 


Wich ſome remorſe , of where thougiy'& the blow, 
View me with eyes ofa 'rele wy ITN 
And ſhew'me pity, for 'twill{weeten- Juſtice, 
74ff. Shew pity to thee 
Bel. Yes, and when thy hands, 


Charg'd with my fate, > to the deed, 
As thou haſt done a t d d dear times, 
Tothis poor breaſt, when kinderrage has brought thee, 
When our ſting'd hearts have leap to meetcach other, 
And melting kiſſes ſeal'd our lips together, 
When joys*have left me gaſping in thy arms 
$o let my death come now, and I'll not ſhrink from'r. 
. Nay, Belvideys, do not fear my cruelty, 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy, 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall demand 
With a firm temper and unſhaken ſpirit. 
Bel. I will when V'ye done weeping —— 
ef. Fie , no more on't ; 
How long 18't fince the miſerable day 
We weddeſt firſt 
Bel. Ohhh. 
7aff. Nay , keep in thy. tears, 
Leſt they unman me too. 
Bel, Heaven knows I cannot ; 
The words you utter ſound ſo yery fadly 
Theſe ſtreams will follow - - - - 
Zaff. Come , Ill kiſs *em dry then. 
Bel. Bur, was't a miſegable day? 
7eff. A curgd one. 
Bel. I thoughtit otherwiſe, and you've oft ſworn 
In the tranſporting hours of warmeſt love 
When ſure you ſpoke the truth, yowve ſworn you bleſp'd it. 
. Faff. ' Twas a raſhoath. - 
- Bel. Then why am1l not curs'd too ? 
aff. No, Belviders ; by th* eternal truth, 
I doat with. too much fondneſs. 
Bel. Still ſo kind ? 
Still then do you you love me? 
7ef. Nature, in her workings, 
Inclines not with more ardour to Creation, 
Thanl do now towards thee ; man ne'er was bleſs'd, 
Since the firſt pair firſt mer, as I have been. 
Bel. Then ſure you will not curſe me, 
Zaf. No, Ll bleſs thee. 
I came on purpoſe, Belviders, to bleſs /thee, 
'Tis now, Ithink, three yours whave liv'd together, 
Bel, And may no minute oY part us, . 
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"lll reverend grown, for age aid loye ,/ 
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Down to one Grave, as our laſt bed} ' 

There ſleep in peace till an eternal OY 

aff. When will that be? | Siging.. 

Bel. 1 hope long Ages hence, ONE "F# 
aff. Have 1 not-hitherto” (I beg thee tell me”! | TH. 

Thy, very fear) us'd thee with tender toye? Hy 
? 


DidJecr my Soul-riſe up in wrath aghinſt thee 


Didſer frown when Belvidera finif'd, 


Or, by the leaſt unfriendly word , betray 
A bating paſſion? have T ever wrong'd thee: 
Bel. No. | 
?aff. Has my heart; or have my eyes &er wandred ; 
To any other woman ?” Bon. & | 
Bel.. Never, never I were the worſt of falſe oneſhould I accuſe 
I ownI've been too happy , bleſ#d-aboye | ( thee 
My Sexes Charter, ' 
aff. Did I not ſay I came to bleſs thee ? 
Bel. Ys. # 
7aff. then hear me, bounteons Heaven, 
Pour down ur bleſſings on this beaureous head, 
Where everlaſting (weets are alwaye ſprinffing; | nr 
With a continual giving hand , let peace, 
Honour and ſafety always hover round her, 
Feed her with plenty , let her eyes nc'er ſee 
Alſight of ſorrow, nor her heart know mourning, . 
Crown all her days with joy, her nights with reſt, 
Harmleſs as her own thoughts, and propegher vertue; 
To bear the loſs of one that too much lov'd, 
And comfort her with patience if our- parting; 
Bel. *How , parting , parting ? 
7aff. Yes, forever parting, 
Fhave ſworn, Belvidera; by yoſtHeaven, 
That beſt can. tell how much 4 loſe to ltave'thee; 
We part this hour for ever. | \-h Ka 
Bel. Oh , call back ils 
Your cruel bleſfings, ſtay with me and curſe me! 
Zaff. No, *Fis reſoly'd. 
Bel.: Then hear me too, juſt Heaven, 
Pour down your curſes on this wretched head ' 
With never-ceaſ:ag Vengeance, let deſpair, 
Danger or infamy , nay all ſurround me, * 
Starye me with wantings, let-my eyes ncer ſee Ld 
A; fight-of comfort, nor my heart know peace, 
Bu: daſh-my days with ſorrow; nights with horrours-: 
Wild as my own th 8s now, and let looſe fury. | 
To make me mad for what I loſe, 84 


h "2 Flat Difeeverd./ 

If 1 muſt loſe him; if I muſt; Trill noe 

Oh turn and hear me !- fy 
* Now hold, heart, or never. 

Bel, By all the render days we have liv'd rogerher, 
By aſſour charming nights, ;and joys that crown'd 'em, 
Pity my fad condition, ſpeak, but ſpeak. 

aff. Oh hh. 

Bel. By theſe arms chap naw ding round thy neck, 
By this dear kiſs and by ten thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming eyes 

aff. Murther ! unhold me-: 

By th'immortal deſtiny that doom'dane [ Draws bis Dagger 
To this curs'd minute, I'M not live one longer, 
Reſolve to let me go or ſeerme fall — 

Bel. Hold , Sir, be patient. | 

. Hark, the diſmal Bell. [ Paſſing-bell towls, 

Towls out for death'; 1 maſtattend its call too, 
For my poor friend , my dying Pierre expeCtts me, 
He Peer | gan? jon to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy'd , and take hivlaſt forgiveneſs, 
Farewel for ever. 

- Bel. Leave thy dagger with me. . 
Bequeath me ſomething - - - Not one kiſgac parting ? b) Going ont 
" my 7 be heart , when wilt thou break ? 3 looks back 

t ſtay, at her, 
al ; Bake Child; as/yet, a tender Infant, 
Be a kind mother to him when I am gone, 
Breed him in vertue and the paths of Honour, 
But let him never know his father's ſtpry; 
[ 7p thee guard him from the wrongs my Fate 
May do his future fortune or his name, » 
Now —— nearer yet [ approgeting #4ch other, 
Oh that my arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever! But'my friends, my oath! : 
This and no more. .; - 1 2.1 [Kiſſes her. - ; 

Bel. Another , ſure another, | 
For that poor little one you've tan care of, 

PII giv*t him truly. 

7aff. So, now farewel, s 

Bel. For ever ? 

aff, Heaven knows for ever; all good Angels guard hee, 

* Bel, All ill ones ſure had charge of me this moment, 

Curſt be my days, and doubly curſt my nights, 

Which I muſt now mourn outin widow'd tears; 

Blaſted be every herb and fruit and tree, 

Curſt be the rain that the earth, "IS, 

And may the general C + man and-beaſt z .. _ 
y TN 
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Oh give-me daggers, fire gr warterj' 
Ho ” could bet how tata, how drown the waves 
| Huzzing and booming round my ſinking head, 

Till 1 deſcended to the-peaceful bottom! 

Oh there's all quiet., here all rage and fury, 

The Air's too thin, and pierces my weak brain, 

I long for thick ſubſtantial ſleep : Hell , Hell, 

Burſt from the Centre, rage and roar aloud, 

If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as Iam. 


Enter Priuli and Servants. 


Who's there ? [They ſeize ber. 

Pris. Run, ſeize and bring her ſafely-home, 

Guard her as you would life? Alas poor creature! 

Bel. What? to my husband then conduC@t me quickly , 
Are all things ready? ſhall we dye moſtgloriouſly ? 
Say not a word of this to my old father, 

Murmuring ſtreams, ſoft ſhades, and ſpringing flowers, 
Lutes, Laurells, Seas of Milk, andſhipsof Amber, ' 


[ Ex. 


Scene opening diſcovers a Scaffold and a'Wheel prepar'd for the executing 
of E nom then enter Officers, Pierre and Gwards, f Friar , execu- 


tioner and a great Rabble. 


Offic. Room room there ——— 
Priſoner. , 

Pierr. My friend not come yet ? 

Father. Why are you ſo obſtinate? 


Pierr. Why you fo troubleſome, that a poor wretch 


Cannot dye in peace? - 

' But you, like Ravens will be croaking round him —— 
Fath, Yet, Heaven | 
Pierr. I tell thee Heaven and 1 are friends, - 

I ne'er broke Peace with't yet, by cruel murthers, 

Rapine or perjury, or vile deceiving, 

Bur liv'd in moral Juſtice towards all men, 

Nor am a foe to the moſt ſtrong believers: 

How e'er my own ſhort- ſighted Faith confine me, 
Fath. But an all-ſceing Judge 
Pierr. You ſay my conſcience 

Muſt be mine accuſer ; I have ſearch'd that Conſcience, 

And find no records there of crimes that ſcare me, 
Fath, Tis ſtrange you ſhould want faith. 

My Reafofl blindield. fike « ham 
y Rea » like a hamper'd Li 

Check'd of its nobler yigour aw re baited, 


ſtand all by, make room for the 


And ſtrange tricks which you call ſigns of Faith. _. 
;  Soflly Souls aregll'd and you get . 
Away, no more: Captain, 1 would hereafter 
- This fellow write no lyes of my converſion, 
"Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled hours, 


Enter Jaſſeir. 


7aff. Hold : Eyes, be dry; 
Hearr, ſtrengthen me to bear 
This hideous ſight , and humble me, take 
The laſt forgiveneſs of a dying friend, 
Betray'd by my vile falſhood}, to his ruine. 
Oh Pierre | 
Piery. Yet nearer, 
7af. Crawling oa my knees, 
And proſtrate on the earth, let me approach thee, 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd face, 
That always us'd to ſmile, with friendſhip, on me ? 
It darts an air of ſo much manly virtue, 
That I, methinks, look little in thy ſight, 
And ſtripes ate fitter for-me than embraces, 
Pierr, Dear to my Arms, though thou haſt undone my fame, 
I cannot forget tolove thee: prithee, Zaffeir, 
Forgive that filrhy blow my paſfion dealr thee ; 
I amnow preparing for the land of peace, 
And fain would have the charicable wiſhes 
Of all good men, like thee, to bleſs my journy. 
[f Good! I am the vileſt creature, worſe than e'er 
Suffer*d the ſhameful Fate thou art going to taft of, 
Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus kindly ? 


_ » Call, call mevillain, as I am); deſcribe 


The foul complexion of my hatefull deeds, 
Lead me to the Rack , and ſtretch me in thy ſtead, 
I've crimes enough togive it its full load, 
And doit credit? Thou wilt bur ſpoil the uſe on'r, 
And honeſt men hereafter bear its figure 
About 'em, as a charm from treacherous gy: 
Offic. The time grows ſhort, your friends are dead already. 
7aff. Dead! 
Pierr, Yes, dead, Faffeir, they've all dy'd like men too, , 
Worthy their Character. I 
aff. And what muſt 1 do ? 
Pierr. Oh, 7affeir! | 
aff. Speak , aloud thy burthen'd Soul, 
And tell thy troubles to thy tortur'd friend, 


»1 1might NSD T front xray _— yo 
Heav'n knows 1 want a Friend, 
«f. And 1 a kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn-my repenting Vertue, 
h Or think when he is to dye, 'my- thoughts are idle. 
7 Pier. No! live, I charge thee, Hafferr. 
5 : Yes, I will live, 
Bur it ſhall be to ſee thy fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a rate, as Yenice long ſhall groan for, 
Pier, Wilt thou ? 
- I will, by Heav'n. 

Pier. Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 

And I forgive thee, oh——yet——ſhall I truſt thee? 

7aff. No: I've been falſe already. 

' Frer. Doſt thou love me ? 

7Zaff. Rip up my heart, and tatisfie thy doubrings. 

Pier, Curſe on this weakneſs, | He weeps, 

7Zaff. Tears! Amazement{-Tears .! 

I never ſaw thee melted thus before ; 
And know there's ſomething lab'ring in.thy boſom 
That muſt have vent: Though Fm a Villain, cell me. 

Pier. Seeſt rhou that Engine? ;- [Pointing to #he Wheel, 

7aff, Why ? 

Peer, Is't kt a Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and been Crown'd with Conqueſt, 
Be expos'd a common Carcaſs on, a Wheel? ; 

7aff. Hah! F | 

Pier, Speak! w't fitting ? | OY. 

74ff. Fitting ? 

Prer, It's fir a Souldier, who has liv! .d with Honour, +. 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and bin Crown'd with Gonqueſt, 
Be expos'd a common Carcaſs ona Wheel? 

. Hah! 

Piey. Speak ! it's fitting;? 

7aff. Fitting? 

Pier. Yes, I1gt fitting? . 

74f. What's to be done? 

Pier, Id have thee undertake 
Something thats Nobſle, ta preſerye my Memory 
From the diſgrace that's ready to atraint ir. 

Oſfic. The day grows late, Sir. 

Pier. Ill makehaſt! oh Zafferr, 

Though thou'ſt betray'd me, do me ſome way Juſtice. 
7aff, No more of that: Thy wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfi'd, 
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Pier. No —thi 
'd 4 Joffe Hah! is't then ſo? 


'Your Generations 


* ; > % 


Thave a Wife; and ſhe ſhall bleed, my Child too- 


Yield up his little Throat, and all Cap- | Going away Pier, 
_peaſe thee——* | bolds him, 


——  — 


no more! [He whiſpers Taffeir, 


Pier. Moſt certainly, 


11 do't.. 
:* Pier, Remember. 
Offic. Sir. 
Pier. Come, now I'm ready, "et He 4nd Jaf- 
Captain, you ſhould be a«Gentleman of honour, Fer aſcend 
Keep off the Rabble, that Imay haveroom he Scaffold, 


Toentertain my Fate, anddye with Decency. | 
Come !* [Take off his Gown, Execcationer prepares to bind hirs, 
Fath. Son ! 0 
Pier, Hence, . Tempter. 
Offc. Stand off, Prieſt, 
Pier, 1 thank-you, Sir, : 
You'll chink on't. [To Jaffeir. 
Zaf. 'Twon't grow ſtale before to morrow. 
Pier, Now, 7affeir! now-I am going. Now ;---[ Execationer ' 


7aff. Have at thee, having bound hins-}. 
Thou honeſt heart, then——here—— [Stabs hins. 
And this is well too, | [Then ſtabs himſelf,” 


Fath. DamnableDeed ! ;4 
Pier. Now thou haftindeed been faithful. - 
This was done Nobly We have deceiy'd the Senate. 
7aff. Bravely. 
Pier. Ha ha hi———oh oh———— [Dies: 
7aff. Now, you curs'd Rulers, 
Thus of the blood y'have ſhed I make Libation, 
And fprinkl't mingling : -May'itreſt upon you. 
Andall your Race: Be henceforth Peace a ſtranger 
Within your Walls ; let Plagues and Famine waſte 
oh poor Belwidera !* 
vir, I have a Wife, bear this in ſafety to her. 
A Token that with my dying breath I bleſt her, 
lam ſick -I'm quiet 


CJaff. dyzs; 
Offic. Bear this news to- the Senate, 
And guard their Bodies till there's farther order: 
Heav'n grant I dye ſo well—— [Stene ſhuts upon them 


And the dear little Infant left behind me. 


Soft Mufck. Enter Belvidera diftrafted, led by two of her Women, 
Priuli and Servants, 


Pris, Strepgehen her tizart with Patience, pitying Hleay'n: 
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'  Belv. Comecome come come come. Nay, come to be{!// 

Prithee my Love. The Winds? hark how they while ? 

And the Rain beats: oh how the weather ſhrinks me | 

You are angry now, who cares? piſh, no indeed. 

Chooſe then, I ſay you ſhall not goxyou ſhall.not; 

- Whip your ill nature z get you gone then! oh, [Jaffeir's Ghoſt riſes, 

Are you return'd? ' See, Father, here he's come agen, 

Am [I to blameto love him! oh thou dear one. "rf [Gb ſfouks, 

Why do you fly me? are you angry ſtill then ? 

7affeir ! where art thou! Father, why do you do thus ! 

ke off, don't hide him from me.--- He's here ſomewhere. 

Standoff I fay ! what gone? xemember't, Tyrant! 

I may revenge my ſelf for this trick one day. . Fo Officer 

FI do't rl do't. : Renawir's a naſty fellow. and hers. 

Hang him, hang him, hang him, 
Prix. News, whatnews? - COffic, whiſpers Priuli, 
Offe. Moſt ſad, Sir. P 

7affesr, upon the Scaffald , to prevent 

A ſhameful death, ftab'd Pierre, and next himſelf: - 


Both fell together. | oy 4 
Pria. Daughter. The G Jaff, and Pier. riſc 
Bel. Hah Pi. there! ; Pres #4 wv : 
My Husband bloody, and his Friend-rop1 Murther ! 
Who has done thig? ſpeak to me thou ſad Viſion, [Ghoſt nk, 
Ontheſe poor trembling Knees I beg it, Vaniſht——— 
Here they went down; Oh Flldig, dig: the Den up. 
You ſhare delude me thus, - Hoa, - Faffeir, Zaffery. 
Peep up and give me buta look. I have him! \ 
I ve gothim Father : Oh now how Ill ſmuggle him! 
My Love! my Dear! my Blefling! help me, help me! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom, 
Nay——now they pull ſo hard—+-farewel 
Maid. She's dead. 
Breathleſs and dead. - | 
Pri. Then guard me from the ſight on't : 
Lead me into ſome place thar's fit for: mourning ; 
Where the free Air, Light and the chearful Sun 
May never enter: Hang it round with Black ; 
Set up one Taper that may laſt a day 
As long asPve to live: And there leave me. 
Sparing vo Tears when you this Tale relate, 
But bid all Cruel Fathers dread my Fate. Curtainfalk, 
i [Ex. omnes. 


[She dyes, + 
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